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KING BRUTUS, 


„ 9.0 Buff: 
Printed by R. Wa LR ER, at We Head, iR 
Turn- again Lane, by the Diteb ide; and may be 
had at his Shop the Sign of Shakefpear's Head in 
Change Alley, Cornhill, and likewiſe at his Shop, 
the Sign of Shakeſpear”s Head and Hawk, between 
the Sau and Somer/ct- Houſe, in the Strand, 


led. ooo 


. DCCXXXIV.” 


_ 


Camber, { bis Sons, 
Albanact. 


Thraſimachus, Corineius his Son. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


11. King of Britain. 


Locrine, 


Affurachvs, þ Prothers 10 Brutus, 


Debon, an older Officer. | 
Humber, King of the Scythians. 
Hubba, His Son. 
Thraſſier, a Scymian | cr. 


2 
rumpart, | 
Oliver. Clowns 
William, 2 
| 28 I <A 
Guendeline, Corineius his Hal * married 
10 Locrine. 


Eſtrild, Humber's Wiſe. 
Ate, the Goddeſs of Revenge. 


Ghoſts of Albanact, and Corineius. 


AC T I. 1 


Dumb Shew. 


Enter Ate, with Thunder and Lightning, all in Black © 
avith a burning Torch in one Hand, and a bloody Sword 
in the other Hand; and preſently let there come forth 
a Lion running after a Bear, then come forth an Ar- 
cher, who muſt kill the Lion in @ dumb Show, and 
then . t. Remain Ate. 

4 2 
i pænam ſeftatur & Umbra. 


Mighty Lion Ruler of the Woods, 
Of wondrous Strength and great 


Proportion, 
With hideous | Noiſe, ſcaring the 
| trembling Trees, 
. Wich yelling Clamours ſhaking all 
0 the Earth, , 
— Traverſt the Groves, and chac'd 

the wandrin ng Beaſts : 

y 


Long aid he 0 among the ſhady Trees, 
Fi drave the filly Beaſts * his Face ; 
3 
0 


i 
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4 The Tragedy of Locrine. 1 
When ſuddenly from out a thorny Buſh | | 
A dreadful Archer with his Bow ytent, 
- Wounded the Lien with a diſmal Shaft, 
So he him ſtrook, that it drew forth the Blood, 
And fill'd his furious Heart with fretting Tre ; Fi, 
' But all in vain he threaneth Teeth and Paws, | 
And ſparkleth Fire from forth us flaming Eyes, - 

For the ſharp Shaſt gave him a mortal Wound. 

So valiant Brute, the Terror of the World, 

Whole only Leoks did ſcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateſt end. 

O what may long abide above this Ground, 

In State of Bliſs and healthful Happineis! [ Exit. 


S GCE N. E II. 


Enter Brutus carried in à Chair, Locrine, Camber, Al- 
ö banact, Cormeius, Guendeline, Aſſaracus, Debon, 
| and, Ihraſimachus. | 
| Bru. Moſt loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 
That have with me, unworthy General, 
| Paſſed the greedy Gulf of th' Ocean, 
| Leaving the Confines of fair 7aly, 

Benold, your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 
And I muſt leave you, though againit my Will; 

My Sinews ſhrunk, my number'd Senſes tail, 
| A chilling cold poſſeſſeth all my Bones, 
y Black ugly Death with Viſage pale and wan, 
8 Preſents himſelf before my dazled Eyes, 
And with his Dart prepared is to ſtrike: | 
"Theſe Arms, my Lords, theſe never-daunted Arms, 


And eke diſmay'd my Neighbour's*Arrogance, 
Now yield to Death, o'er-laid with crooked Age, 
Devoid of Strength and of their proper Force; 


[ 
I hat oft have quell'd the Courage of my Foes, 
| 


4 _ Even as the Juſty Cedar worn with Years, 
| That far abroad her dainty Odour throws, 
. Mongſt all the Daughters of proud Lebanon, 


'This Heart, my Lords, this ne'er appalled Heart, 
That was a Terror to the bordering Lands, 

A doleful Scourge unto my neighbour Kings, 
Now by the Weapons of unpartial Death 

6 clove aſunder, and bereſt of Lite, 


N 1 
- 


The Tragedy of Locrine. 5 
As when the ſacred Oak with Thunderbolts, I 
Sent from the fiery Circuit of the Heav'ns, 
Sliding along the Airs celeſtial, Vaults, 

1s rent and cloven to the very Roots. 

In vain therefore I ſtruggle with this Foe, 
Then welcome Death, ſince God will have it ſo. 
Aa. Alas m/ Lord, we forrow at your Cafe, 
And grieve to ſee your Perſon vexed thus; 
But waatfoe'er the Fates determin'd have, 
It lieth not in us to diſannul, ; 
And he that, would annihilate his Mind, 
Soaring with [carus too near the Sun, 
May catch a fall with young Bellerophon. 
For when tlie fatal Siſters have decreed 
To ſeparate us from this earthly Mold, 
No mortal Force can countermand their Minds: 
Then, worthy Lord, ſince there's no way but ens, 
Ceaie your Laments, and leave your grievous moan. 
Cor. Your Highneſs knows how many Viclories, 
How many Trophies I ereQed have 
Triumphantly in every place we came, | 
The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraſſus, 
And all the Crew of the Mo/o/fians; - MIT KN 
Goffarius the arm. ſtrong King of Gaul, 
Have felt the Force of our victorious Arms, 
And to their Coſt beheld our Chivalry : 
Where-e'er Aurora, handmaid of the Sun, 
Where-e'er the Sun, bright Guardian of the Day, 
Where e'er the joyful Day, with cheerful Light, 
Where-c'er the Light illuminates the World, 
The Trajaus Glory flies with golden Wings, 
Wings that do ſoar beyond fell envious flight, 
The Fame of Brutus and his Followers 
Pierceth the Skies, and with the Skies the Throne 
Of mighty Jove, Commander of the World. 
Then worthy Brutus, leave theſe ſad Laments, 
Comfort yourſelf with this your great Renown, 
And feat not Death, though he ſeems terrible. 
Bru. Nay, Corinezus, you miſtake my Mind, 
In conſtruing wrong the Cauſe of my Complaints: 
1 fear'd not yield myſelf to fatal Death, | 
God knows it was the leaſt of 7 my Thoughts; 
1 3 
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A greater Care torments my very Bones, 
And makes me tremble at the thought of it, 
And in your Lordings both the Subttance lie. 
Thra. Moſt noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 
Accompliſh may, to eaſe your lingring Griet, 
J. in the name of all, proteft to you, 
That we would boldly enterprize the ſame, © 
Were it to enter to black Tartarus, 
Were triple Cerberus with his venomous Throat, 
Scareth the Ghoſts with high reſounding Noiſe, 
We'll either rent the 8 of the Earth, 
Searching the Entrails of the Brutiſh Earth, 
Or with his Ixions overdaring ſoon, | 
Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 
Bru. Then hearken to your Sovereign's lateſt Words, 
In which I will unto you all unfold, 
Our Royal Mind, and reſolute Intent. 
When golden Hebe, Daughter to great Jove, 
Cover'd my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 
Th' unhappy Slaughter of my luckleſs Sire, 
. Drove me and old A/arachus mine Eame, 
As Exiles from the Bounds of Tah, 
So that perforce we were conſtrain'd to fly 
To Grecians Monarch, noble Pandraſſus, 
There I alone did undertake your Cauſe, 
There I reſtor'd your antique Liberty, 
Though Grecia frown'd, and all Molgſia ſtorm'd, 
Though brave Antigonus, with martial Band, 
In pitched Field encountred me and mine, 
F)' Though Pandraſſcs and his Contributaries, 
J, With all the routs of their Confederates, 
{ Sought to deface our glorious Memory, s 
| And wipe the Name of Trejans from the Earth; 
4 Him did I captivate with this mine Arm, 
And by Compulſion forc'd him to agree 
i To certain Articles, which there we did propourd. 
| From Grecia through the boiſterous He//:/port, 
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f We came into the Field of Leſtrigon, 

1 Whereat our Brother Corineius was; 

© Which when we paſſed the Cicilian Gulf, 
And ſo transfretting the 7//ician Sea, 


x | Arrived on the Coaſts of Aguitain; 
; | | Where 


The 7 ragedy of Locrine. 7 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gay/s | 


Geffarius and his Brother Gathelus ; 
Encountring with our Hoſt, ſuſtain'd the Foil, 


And for your ſakes my Turnus there I loſt; 85 
Zurnus that flew ſix hundred Men at Arms, 


All in an Hour, with his ſharp Battle-Axe, . 


From thence upon the © qe of Albion's 

To Corous Haven happily we came, | 

And quell'd the Glaze, come of Albion's Race, . 

With Gogmagogy Son to Samotheus, 

The curied Captain of that damned Crew, 

And in that Iſſe at length I placed you. 

Now let me ſee, if my laborious Toils, 

If all my Care, if all my grievous Wounds, 

If all my Diligence were well employ'd. : 
Cor. When firſt I follow'd thee and thine, brave King, 

J hazarded my Life and deareſt Blood, | 

To purchaſe Favour at your Princely Hands, 

4 for the ſame in dangerous Attempts, 

In ſundry Conflicts, and in divers Broils, 2 

I ſhew'd the Courage of my manly Mind; 

For this I combated with Gathelus, 

The Brother to Goffarius of Gaul; 

For this I fought with furious Gogmagep, 

A ſavage Captain of a ſavage Crew; =J 

For theſe Deeds brave Cornwall I receiv'd, 

A grateful Gift giv'n by a gracious King; 

And for this Gift, this Life and deareſt 

Will Corineius fpend for Brutus good. 
Deb. And what my Friend, brave Prince, hath vow'd 

to you, 

The ſame will Debon do unto his end. | . 
Bru. Then, Loyal Peers, fince you are all agreed, 

And reſolute to a 4 Brutus Hoſts, 

Favour my Sons, favour thoſe Orphans, Lords, 

And ſhield them from the Dangers of their Foes, 

Locrine, the Column of my Family, 

And only Pillar of my weaken'd Age ; 

Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, 

And take thy lateſt Bleſſings at his Hands: . 


And, for thou art the eldeſt of my Sens, 7 


Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 


3 The Tragedy of Locrine. 
And imitate thy aged Father's ſteps | 
Which will conduct thee to true Honour's Gate: 
For if thou follow ſacred Virtues lore, 

Thou ſhalt be crowned with'a Laurel Branch, 

And wear a Wreath of ſempiternal Fame, 
Sorted amongſt the Glorious happy ones. 

Loc. If Locrine do not follow your Advice, 
And bear himſelf in all things like a Prince 
That ſeeks to amplify the great Renown, - 

Left unto him for an Inheritance, 

By thoſe that were his Anceſtors, 

Let me be flung into the Ocean, 

And ſwallow'd in the Bowels of the Earth. 

Or let the ruddy Lightning of great Jove, 

Deſcend upon this my devoted Head. ä 

| Is Bratus Zakizg Guendeline by the Hand. 

- Bru. But for I ſee you all to be in doubt, 

Who ſhall be matched with our Royal Son, 

Locrine, receive this Preſent at my Hand: 

A Gift more fich than are the wealthy Mines 

Found in the Bowels of America. 1. 

Thou ſhalt be ſpouſed to fair Guendeline: 

Love her, and také her, för the is thine own, 

If ſo thy Uncle and Rerſelf do pleaſe. 3 

Cor. And herein how your Highneſs honours me, 
It cannot now be in my Speech expreſt; | 
For careful Parents glory not ſo much 
At their. own Honour and Promotion, 

As for to ſee the iſſue of their Blood 

| Seated in Honour and Proſperity. 3 
Cuen. And far be it from my pure maiden Thoughts 

To contradict her aged Father's Wil. 

Therefore ſince he to whom I muſt obey, 

Hath given me now unto your Royal ſelf, 

J will not ſtand aldof from off the lure, 

Like crafty Dames that moſt of all deny 

That, which they molt deſire to poſſeſfſs. 

l [Brutus turning to Locrine. 

ro | | _ [Lecrine kneeling. 

Then now my Son thy part is on the Stage, 

For thou mult bear the Perſon of a King. 
| | [Puts the Crown on his Head, 


Locrine 


The Tragedy of Locrine. 5 
Locriue Rand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the State of Majeſty, 
That thou with Honour well may'ſt wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendereſt theſe my lateſt Words, 
As thou requir'lt my Soul to be at Reſt, 
As thou deſireſt thine own Security, 
Cheriſh and Love thy new betrathed Wife. - 
Loc. No longer let me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than I do peerleſs Guendeline. LSE, 
Bru. Camber. - 
Cam. My Lord. 
Bra. The Glory of mine Age: 
And darling of thy Mother Fungger, 
Take thou the South for thy Dominion, 
From thee there ſhall proceed a Royal Race, 
That ſhall maintain the Honour of this Land, 
And ſway the regal Scepter with their Hands. abt 
[Turning to Albanatct. 
And 4/banaF, thy Father's only Joy, 11 | 
Voungeſt in Years, but not the young'i in Mind, 
A perfect Pattern of all Chivalry, | 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A Country full of Hills and ragged Rocks, 
Repleniſhed with fierce untamed Beaſts, 
As correſpondent to thy -martial Thonghts. 
Live long my Sons with endleſs Happineſs, 


And bear firm Concordance among your ſelves, 4 
Obey the Counſels of theſe Fathers Grave, | 
That you may better bear out Violence, et en 1 
But ſuddenly, through Weakneſs of my Age, N 1 


And the defect of youthful Puiſſance, | I 

My Malady increaſeth more and more, | J 

And cruel Death haſteneth his quickned Pace, 4 

To diſpoſſeſs me of my earthly Shape, E 2 

My Eyes wax dim, o'rcaſt with Clouds of Age, 

The pangs of Death compaſs my crazed Bones, 

Thus to you all my Bleſſings I bequeath, | + © 

And with my Bleſſings this my fleeting Sou. 
My Glaſs is run, and all my Miieries ” 

Do end with Life; Death cloſeth mine Eyes, 


My Soul in haſte flies tothe Elan Fields. [ He diess 
A 5 $3 Tce. 


_ 
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That did enchant the Waters with his Noiſe, 
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Loc. Accurſed Stars, damn'd and accurſed Stars, 
T'abbreviate my noble Father's Life. 
Hard hearted Gods and too envious Fates, 
Thus to cut off my Fathers fatal Thread, 
Brutus that was a Glory to us all, 
Brutus that was a Terror to his Foes, 
Alas too ſoon by Demogorgon's Knife, 
The Martial Brutus is bereft of Life. 
No ſad Complaints may move juſt Facus. ; 
Cor. Nodreadful Threats can fear Judge Rhodomanth, 
Wert thou as ſtrong as mighty Hercules, 
'That tamed the huge Monſters of the World, 
Plaid'ſt thou as ſweet, on the ſweet ſounding Lute, 
As did the Spouſe of fair Euridice, 


And made the Stones, Birds, Beaſts, to lead a Dance, 
Conſtrain'd the hilly Trees to follow him, | 
Thou couldſt not move the Judge of Erebus, 
Nor move Compaſſion in grim Pluto's Heart, 
For fatal Mors expecteth all the World, 
And every Man muſt tread the way of Death; 
Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops Sire, 
Gueſt to the Gods, ſuffered untimely Death, 7 
Ard old Tit bonus Husband to the Morn, $6.5. 
And eke grim Minos whom juſt Jupiter | 
Deign'd to admit of his Sacrifice, 
The thundring Trumpets of Blood-thirſty Mars, 
The fearful rage of fell Viſipbon, 
The boiſterous Waves humid Ocean, 
Are Inſtruments and Tools of diſmal Death. 
Then noble Couſin ceaſe to mourn his chance, 
Whoſe Age and Years were Signs that he ſhould die. 
It reſteth now that we inter his Bones, 
That was a Terror to his Enemies, | 
Take up his Coarſe, and Princes hold him dead, 
Who while he liv'd, upheld the Trojan State. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Troinowanrt. 


There to provide our Chieftain's Funeral., [Exeant, 
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SCENE III. 


nes Strumbo above in a) Gown, with Ink and 
Paper in his Hand. 


Strum. Either the four Elements the ſeven Planets and 
all the particular Stars of the Pole Antartick, are ad- 
verſitive againſt me, or elſe I was begotten and born in 
the Wain of the Moon, when every thing, as Lactan- 
tins in his fourth Book of Conſtitution doth ſay, goeth - - 
arſward. Ay Maſters, ay, you may Laugh, but I muſt 
Weep ; you may. Joy but I muſt Sorrow ; ſhedding falt 
Tears from the Watry Fountains of my moſt dainty fair. 
Eyes, along my comely and ſmooth Cheeks, in as great 
plenty as the Water runneth frem the Bucking-tubs, or 
red Wine out of the Hogs-heads : For truſt me Gentle- 
men and my very good Friends, and fo forth: The lit- 
tle god, nay the deſperate god Cupid, with one of his 
vengible Birds bolts, hath ſhot me into the Heel : So 
not only, but alſo, oh fine Phraiſe, I burn, I burn, and 
J burn a, in love, and in love a, ah Strumbo, what haſt 
thou ſeen, not Dina with the Aſs Tom ? Yea, with theſe 
Eyes thou haſt feen her, and therefore pull them out, 
for they will work thy Bail. Ay, Strum bo, haſt thou 
heard of the Voice of the Nightingale, but a Voice 
ſweeter than hers, yea, with theſe Ears haſt thou heard 
them, and therefore cut them off, for they have caus'd 
thy Sorrow. Nay, Strumbo, kill thy ſelf, drown oy ſelf 
hang thy ſelf, ſtarve thy ſelf. Oh, but then I ſhall leave 
my ſweet Heart. Oh my Heart ! Now Pate for thy Ma- 
ſter, I will dite an aliquant Love-piſtle to her, and then 
ihe hearing the grand verboſity of my Scripture, will. 
love me preſently, | | 

| Let him wwrite a little, aud then reads. 

My Pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a Knife, I think 
the more haſte the worlt ſpeed. _ 

Ten curite again, and after read. 

So it is Miſtreſs Dorothy, and the ſole eſſence of my 
Soul, that little ſparkles of Affection kindled in me to- 
wards your ſweet ſelf, hath now encreas'd to a great 
Flame, and will e're, it be long conſume my poor Hea:t, 
except you with the pleaſant Water of your ſecret Foun- 

Lain, 


tain, quench the furious heat of the ſame. Alas, Jam 
a Gentleman of good Fame, and Name, majeſtical, in 
Apparel comely, in Gate portly. Let not therefore 
your gentle Heart be ſo rd, as to. deſpiſe a proper tall 
young Man of a handſome Life, and by deſpiſing him, 
not only, but alſo to kill him. Thus expecting Time 
and Tide, I bid you farewell. Your Servant, Signior 
Strumbo. | | ! 
Oh Wit, O Pate, O Memory, O Hand, O Ink, O 
aper. Well, now I will fend it away. Trompart, Trom- 
part a what Villain is this: Why Sirrah,come when 
your. Maſter calls you. Trompart. : 

Trompart entrring, ſaith Anon, Sir. 

Strum. Thou knoweſt, my pretty Boy what a good 
Maſter I have been to thee ever ſince I took thee into 
my Service. | | 755 

Trom. Ay, Sir. 3 | Mb: 

Strum. And how I have cheriſhed thee always, as if 
thou hadſt been the Fruits of my Loins, Fleſh, of my 
Fleſh and Bone of my Bone. | 

Trom. Ay, Sir. == "ER 4. 

Strum. 1 hen ſhew thyſelf herein a_ truſty Servant, 
and carry this Letter to Miſtreſs Dorothy, and tell her -- 

| | (peaking in his Ear. Exit Trompart. 

Strum. Nay, Maſters, you ſhall ſee a Marriage by 
and by. But here ſhe comes. Now muſt I frame my 
amorous Paſſions. | 5 

Enter Dororhy and Trompart. 

Dor. Signior Strumbo, well met, I receiv d your Let- 
ters by your Man here, who told me a pitiful Story of 
your Anguiſh, and ſo underſtanding your. Paſſions were. 
10 great. I came hither ſpeedily. _ [ 1 

Strum. Oh, my ſweet and Pigſney, the fecundity of my 
Ingeny is not ſo great, that may declare unto you the 
iorrowful Sobs and broken Sleeps that J ſuffer'd for your 
ke; and therefore I deſire you to receive me into you. 
familiarity. - 15 e e Ss 

. For your Love doth lit, 

As near and as nigh, © _ PE 

Unto my Heart wvithin, _ 8 

As mine Eye to my Noſe, 

My Leg unto my Hoſe, 

An! my Flaſb unto my Shin, 1 dee 
5 | Dor. 
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Dor. Truly, Mr. Strumbo, you ſpeak too learnedly 
for me to underſtand the drift of your Mind, and there-- 
fore tell your Tale in plain Terms, and leave off your 
dark Riddles. 

Strum. Alas Mrs. Dorothy, this is my Luck, that 
when I moſt would, I cannot be underſteod : So that 
my great Learning is an Inconvenience unto me. But 
to ſpeak in plain Terms, I love you Miſtreſs A. 
if you like to accept me into your familiarity. 

Dor. If this be all, I am content. | 
[Turning to the People. 

Strum. Say'ſt thou ſo, ſweet Wench, let me lick =-4 
Toes, Farewel, Miſtreſs. If any of you be in love, 
vide ye a Cap Caſe full o new coin'd Words, and 
ſhall you ſoon have the A de labres, and "ming 
elſe, | 5 ar 


SCENE 1v. 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Camber, Albana&, Corinie- 
us, Aſſarachus, Debon, and Thrafimachus, * 


Loc. Uncle and Princes of brave Britany, ' 22133 ha 

Since that our noble Father is entomb d. 

As beſt beſeem'd fo brave a Prince as he; 

If fo you pleaſe, this Day my Love and I, 

Within the Temple of Concordia, 

Will ſolemniz2 our Royal Marriage. | 
 Thra. Right noble Lord, your — 41 

Muſt needs obey your Highneſs at command, wt 950 | 

Eſpecially in ſuch a Cauſe as this 

That much concerns your Highneſs great Comet, | 

Loc. Then Frolick, Lordings, to fair Concord's Walls, 

Where we will paſs the Day in knightly Sports, 

The Night in Dancing and in figur 4 Masks, 

And offer to God Ne all our n  [Exrant 
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AL & SCENE T1. 


Enter Ate as before, after a little Lightning and Thun- 
dring, let there come forth this Show. Perſeus and 
Andromeda, Hand in Hand, and Cepheus alfo with 
Sævords and Targates, Then let there come out of a- 
not her Door Phineus, all black in Armour with Athi- 
opians after him, driving in Perſeus, and having ta- 
ken away Andromeda, let them depart. Ate remain- 
Ing Jays, 

Mays Regit omnia numen. 

Ww= E N Per/eus married fair Andromeda, 

The only Daughter of King Cepheus, b 
He thought he had ſtabliſh'd well. bis Crown, 

And that his Kingdom ſhould for aye endure. 

But lo ! proud Phineus, with a Band of Men, 

Contriv'd of Sun-burnt _Z#thiopians, 

By Force of Arms the Bride he took from him, 

And turn'd their Joy into a Flood of Tears. 

So fares it with young Locrine and his Love 

He thinks this Marriage tendeth-to his Werl, 

But this foul Day, this foul accurſed Day, 

Is the Beginning of his Miſeries. 

Behold where Humber and his Scythians ; 

Approacheth nigh with all his warlike Train. 

I need not I, the Sequel ſhall declare, 


What tragick Chances fell out in this War. [Exit, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, FEſtrild, Segar, and their Soldiers. 
Hum. At length the Snail. doth climb the higheſt Pops, 

Aſcending up the flately Caſtle Walls ; 

At length the Water with continual Drops, 

Doth penetrate the hardeſt Marble Stone ; 

At length we are arriv'd in Albion. 

Nor could: the barbarous Dacian Sovereign, 

Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgia, | 


Stay 
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Stay us from cutting over to this Iſle ; 
Whereas I hear a Troop of Phrygians, 
Under the Conduct of Poſthumius Son, 
Have pitch'd up lordly Pavilions, 
And hope to proſper in this lovely Ile ; 
But I will fruſtrate all their fooliſh Hope, 
And teach them that the Scythian Emperor 
Leads Fortune tied in a Chain of Gold, 
Conſtraining her to yield unto his Will, 
And grace him with their Diadem : 
Which I will have, maugre their treble Hoſts, 
And all the Power their petty Kings can make. 
Hub. If ſhe that rules fair Rhamnis golden Gate, 
Grant us the Honour of the Victory 
As hitherto ſhe always favaur'd us, 
Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 
Enthroniſed in Seats of Topaz Stones, 
That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, 1 
None mult be King but Humber and his Son. | 
Hum. Courage my Son, Fortune ſhall favour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bays. 
That decketh none but noble Conquerors. 
But what faith Efrild to theſe Regions? 
How liketh ſhe the Temperature ? 
Are they not pleaſant in her yarn Eyes? N 
Ei. The Plains, my Lord, garniſh'd with Flore's 
Wealth, | 
And over-ſpread with party.colour'd Flowers, 
Do yield ſweet Contentation to my Mind ; 
The airy Hills enclos'd with ſhady Groves, 
The Groves repleniſh'd with ſweet chirping Birds, 
The Birds reſounding heav'nly Melody, 
Are equal to the Groves of Theſſaly, 
Where Phebus with theſe learned Ladies nine, 
Delights themſelves with Muſick's Harmony, 
And from the Moiſture of the Mountain- tops. 
The filent Springs dance down with murmuring Streams; 
And water all the Ground with chryſtal Waves, | 
The gentle Blaſts of Exurus modeſt Wind, : 
Moving the pattering Leaves of Silvane's Woods, 
Do equal it with Tempe's Paradiſe, _ 
And thus conſorted all to one Effect, | 
Do make me think theſe are the happy Iſles, Mo 
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Moſt fortunate if Humber may then win. 
Hub. Madam, wheie Reſolution leads the Way, 


And Courage follows with embolden'd Pace, 


Fortune can never uſe her- Tyranny ; 
For Valiantneſs is like unto a Rock 
That ſtandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 


Which though the Billows beat on every Side, 


And Boreas tell with his tempeſtuous Storms, 


Bloweth upon it with a hideous Clamour, 


Yet it remaineth ſtill unmoveable, - 
Hum. Kingly reſolv'd, thou Glory of thy Sire, 


Put worthy Scar, what uncouth Novelties 


Bring'ſ thou unto our Royal Majeſty ? 

Seg. My Lord, the youngeſt of all Brutus Sons, 
Stout Albanact, with millions of Men, 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e'er the Morn, 
To try your Force by dint of fatal Sword. 

Hum. Tut, let him come with millions of Hoſts, 
He ſhall find Entertainment good enough, . 
Yea, fit ſor thoſe that are our Enemies : 
For we'll receive them at the Lances Points, 
And maſſacre their Bodies with our Blades : 
Yea, though they were in Number infinite, 
More than the mighty Baby/onian Queen, 
Semiramis the Ruler of the Weſt, 
Brought gainſt the Emperor of the Scythiant, 
Yer would we not ſtart back one Foot from them : 
'That they might know we are invincible. - 


Hub. Now by great Jove, the ſupream King of 
And the immortal Gods that live therein, [Heav'n, 


When as the Morning ſhews his cheerful Face, 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Stecd, - 

Brings in the Chariot of the riſing Sun, 

I'll meet yenng Albanadt in th'open Field, 

And crack my Launce upon his Burganet, 

To try the Valour of his boyiſh Strength: 

There will I ſhew ſuch ruthful Spectacles, 

and cauſe ſo great Effuſion of Blood, | 
That all his Boys ſhall wonder at my Strength; 
As when the warlike Queen of Amazin, «| 
Penthefilea, armed with her Launce, 

Girt with a Corſlet of bright ſhining Steel, 

Coopt up the faint-heart Grecian in the Camp 
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Hum. Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble Sons 
Nay, like a Prince that ſeeks his Father's. Joy. 
Therefore to-morrow e'er fair Titan ſhine, 
And baſhful Eos Meſſenger of Light, ; 
Expels the liquid Sleep from out Mens Eyes, 
Thou ſhalt conduct the right Wing of the Hoſt, 
The leſt Wing ſhalt be under Szgar's charge, 
The Rearward ſhall be under me myfelf, 
And lovely Ef#i/d, fair and gracious, 
If Fortune favour me in my attempts, 
Thou ſhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 
Fortune will favour me in mine Attempts, 
And make thee Queen of lovely Albion. 
Come let us in and muſter up our Train, 
And furniſn up our luſty Soldiers 
That they may be a Bulwark to aur ſtate, 
And bring our wiſhed Joys to perfect end. [Exeunt. 


SCENE ...- 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy ard Trompart, Cobling Sv4d 
1 | and Singing. | 


Trom. We: Coblers lead à merry, Li-: 

All. Dan, dan, das, dan. | 3 
Strum. Void of all Envy and Strife ; 
All. Dan diddle dan. 1 
Dor. Our Faje is great, our Labour ſmall : 
All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. "Wo 
Strum. And yet our gains be much withal ; © 
AIE Dew: Tad. MEE EE A EARL... gd 
Dor. With this art fo f and fair: ©, © oi 

All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. ur A 

Trom. No Occupation may compare :  _ 

All Dan diddle dan. of oe PO 
Strum. For merry Paſtime and jorful Glee 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. | , 
Dor. Ne happy Men wwe Col lers br: 
Dan diddle dan. 8 eee 
Trom. The Can flands full of nappy A., _ 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. B | 
Strum.. In our Shop till avithouten fail; 
Dan diddle dan. | | 
Dor. 


=, 
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Dor. This ic our Meat, this is our Food : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Trom. This brings us to a merry mood: 
. Dan diddle dan. b 
tram. This makes us work for Company, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. / wy 
Dor. To pull the Tankards chearfully : 
Dan diddle dan. | . 
Trom. Drink to thy Huſband, Dorothy, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Dor. Why then my Strumbo there's to thee : 
Dan diddle * 5 | 
Strum. Drink thou the reft Trom ama : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 4 ny. 
Dor. When that is gone, we'll flPt again: 
Dan diddle dan. 


Enter Captain, 


Capt. The pooreſt ſtate is fartheſt from; 
He merrily he ſitteth on his Stool: | 
But when he ſees that needs he mult be preſt, 
He'll turn his Note and ſing another Tune. 
Ho, by your leave Maſter Cobler. 3 
Strum. Vou are welcome, Gentlemen, what will you 
any old Shoes or Buskins, or will you have your Shoes 
Clouted; I will do them as well as any Cobler in Cat hne: 
whatſoever. [Captain ſpeauing him Pre/s many. 
Capt, O Maſter Cobler, you are far deceiv'd in me, 


for done you this ? I come not to buy any Shoes, but to 


buy yourſelf; come, Sir, you muſt be a Soldier in the 
King's Cauſe. 

Strum, Why, but hear you, Sir, has your King any 
Commiſſion to take any Man againſt his Will? I promiſe _ 
you, I can ſcant believe it, or did he give you Com- 
mifſion ? | 

Capt. O Sir, you need not care for that, I need no 
Commiſſion : hold here, I command you in the name 
of our King Albanact, to appear to morrow in the 
Town-houſe of Cathnes. 7. FN 

Strum. King Nactaball, I cry God mercy, what have 
we to do with him, or he with us? but you, Sir Maſter 


Capontial, draw your Paſtboard, or elſe I promiſe you, III 
| ; give 
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give you a Canvaſado with a Baſtinado over your Shoul- 
ders, and teach you to come hither with your Implements: 

Capt. I pray thee good- Fellow be content, I do the 
King's Command, 
Strum. Put me out of your Book then. 
Capt. I may not. — fſnatching up a Staff. 
Strum. No will, come. Sir, will yaur Stomach ſerve 
you, by gogs blew hood and halidom, I will have a 
Bout with you, [ Fight both» 
Enter Thraſimachus. 
Thy. How now, what noiſe, what ſudden clamour's this? 
How now, my Captain and the Cobler io hard at it? 
Sirs what is your Quarrel ? | 
Capt. Nothing, Sir, but that he will not take Preſs- 
money. | | 
Thr. Here, good Fellow, take it at my Command, 
Unleſs you mean to be ſtretch'd. | 
Trum. Traly, Maſter Gentleman, I lack no Mony, 
if you pleaſe I will reſign it to one of theſe poor Fellows. 
Thr. No ſuch matter, EE 
Look you be at the common Houſe to-morrow. 
[Exit Thrafimachus and the Captain. 
Strum. O Wife. I have ſpun a fair thread, if I had 
been quiet, I had not been Preſt, and therefore well 
may I lament; But come Sirrah, ſhut up, for we muſt 
to the Wars, [Execunt. 


SCENE VV. 


Enter Albanact, Debon, Thraſimachus, and the Lords 


Alb. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, 
Whoſe trenchant Blades with our deceated Sire, 

Paſſing the Frontiers of brave Grecia, | 

Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm Blood, 

Now is the time to manifeſt your Wills, 

Your haughty Minds and Reſolutiokis, - 
Now Opportunity is offered 

To try your Courage and your earneſt Zeal, 
Which you always proteſt to Albanact; 

For at this time, yea at this preſent time, 
Stout Fugitives come from the Scythians bounds 
Have peltred every place with Mutinies.: 

| a” But 
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But truſt me, Lordings, I will never ceafe 
To perſecute the raſcal! Runnagates, 
Till a!l the Rivers ſtained with their Blood, 
Shall fully ſhew their fatal Overthrow. 
Deb. So ſhall your Highneſs merit great renown, 
And imitate your aged Father's ſteps. | 
Alb. But tell me, Couſin, cam'ſt thou thro the Plains? 
And ſaw'ſt thou there the faint-heart F ugitives 
Mnſtring their Weather-beaten Soldiers, 
What Order keep they in their Marſhalling'? 
Thr. After we paſt the Groves of Caleilone, 
We did behold the ſtragling Scyzhians Camp, 
Repleat with Men, flor'd with Munition; 
There might we ſee the valiant minded Knights 
Fetching Careers along the ſpacious Plains, 
Humber and Hubba arm'd in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courſers white as Snow, 
Went to behold the pleaſant flowring Fields; 
Hector and Troilus, Priamas lovely Sons, 
Chaſing the Grecian over Simoeis, | 
Were not to be compar'd to theſe two Knights, 
Alb. Well hait thou painted out in Eloquence 
The Portraiture of Humber and his Son; 
As fortunate as was Polycrates. | 
Yet ſhould they not * our Conquering Swords, 
Or boaſt of ought but of our Clemency. 
Enter Strambo and Trompart crying often, 
Wild. fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, &c. 
Tr. What Sirs, what mean you by theſe clamours made 
Thoſe outcries raifed in our ſtately Court? | 
Strum. Wild-fre and Pitch, Wild fire and Pitch. 
Thr. Villains I fay, tell us the canſe hereof. ? 
Strum. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 

' Thr. Tell me you Villains, why you make this Noiſe, 
Or with my Lance, I will prick your Bowels out. 
Al. Whete is your Houſes, where's your dwelling- 

lace ? | | 
: Strum, Place, Ha, ha, laugh a Month and a Day at 
him; place! I cry God mercy, why do you think that 
ſuch poor honeſt Men as we be, hold our Habitacles 
in King's: Palaces : Ha, ha, ha. Buf becauſe you ſeem 
to be an abominable Chieftain, I will tell you our 
fate. IS From 
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From the Top to the Toe, 

From the Head to the Shoe; + 

From the Beginning to the Ending, 

From the Building to the Burning. 
This honeſt Fellow and I had our manſion Cottage in 
the Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Mer- 
cury. And by the common Soldiers of the Shzttens, the 
Scychians, what do you call them? with all the Suburbs, 
were burnt to the Ground, and the Aſhes are left there 
for the Country-Wives to waſh Bucks withal. And that 


which grieves me molt, my loving Wife, O cruel Strife; 
The wicked Flames did roaſt. 


And thergfore Captain Cruſt, 
We will continually cry, 

E xcept you ſec a Remedy, 

Our Houſes to re-edify, | 
Which now are burnt to Duſt. 


Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild- fire and Pitch- 
Alb. Well, we muſt remedy theſe Outrages, 

And throw Revenge upon their hateful Heads, 

And you gocd Fellows for your Houſes burnt, 

We w1!l remunerate you ftore of Gold, 

And build your Houſes by our Palace Gate. 

Strum. Gate ! Opetty'l reaſon to my Perſon, no where 
elſe bnt by your Backſide: Gate ! oh how I am vexed in 
my Collar: Gate ! I cry God Mercy, do you hear Ma- 

ſter King ? If you mean to gratify ſuch poor Men, as we 
be, you muſt build our Houles by the Tavern. 

Abb. It ſhall be done Sir. 

Strum. Near the Tavern, ay, by Lady, Sir, it was 
ſpoken like a good Fellow, do you hear, Sir? When 
our Houle is builded, if you do chance to paſs or re · paſs 
that Way, we will beſtow a Quart of the beſt Wine 
upon you. | [Exir. 

Alb. It grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects Goods 
Should thus be. ſpoiled by the Scythians, | 
Who as you {ce with light-foot Foragers, | 
Depopulate the Piaces where they come: 

But, curſed Humber, thou ſhalt rue the Day 
That e'er thou camſt unto Cathneſia. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraſſier, and their 


Soldiers. 


Hum. Hubba, go take a Coronet of our Horſe, 
As many Lanciers, and Light- armed Knights, 
As may ſuffice for ſuch an Enterprize, 
And place them in the Grove of Cha/lidon: 
With theſe, when as the Skirmiſh doth increaſe, 
Retire thou from the Shelters of the Wood, 
And ſet upon the weakned Trojans Backs. 
For Policy joined with Chivalry, + 
Can never be put back from Victory. [Exeunt, 
9 Enter Albanact, Chmwns with him. : 
Alba. Thou baſe-born Hunn, how durſt thou be fo 
As once to menace warlike Abanact, [bold, 
'The great Commander of theſe Regions ? 
But thou ſhalt buy thy Raſhneſs with thy Death, 
And rue too late thy over-bold Attemps, 
For with this Sword, this Inſtrument of Death, 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 
I' ſeparate thy Body from thy Head; 
And ſet that Coward-Blood ef thine abroach. 
Strum, Nay, with this Staff, great Strumbo's Inſtru- 
I'll crack thy Cockſcomb, paltry Scythian, [ment 
Hum, Nor wreak I of thy Threats thou princoxBoy, 
Nor do I fear thy fooliſh Inſolency; 
And but thou better uſe thy bragging Blade, 
Than thou doſt rule thy overflowing Tongue, 
Superbious Briton, thou ſhalt know too ſoon 
The Force of Humber and his Scythians. 
[They bt, Humber and his Soldiers run in. 
Stram. O horrible, terrible. 


SCENE VI. 
Sound the Alarm. Enter Humber and his Soldiers. 


Hum. How bravely this ung Briton, Albanad, 
Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of War, 
Beating down Millions with his furious Mood : 
And in his Glory triumphs over all, 


Moving the maſſy Squadrants of the Ground; 
Heap 
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Heap Hills on Hills, to ſcale the ſtarry Sky; 


As when Briareus arm'd with an hundred Hands, 


p 


Flung forth an hundred Mountains at great Fove, 
And when the monſtrous Giant Monychus 

Hurl'd Mount Olympus at great Mars his Targe, 
And ſhot huge Cedars at Minerwa's Shield. 

How doth he overlook with ras. 4 Front 

My fleeting Hoſt, and lifts his lofty Face 

Againſt us all that now do fear his Force; 

Like as we ſee the wrathful Sea from far, 

Ina great Mountain heapt with hideous Noiſe, 
With thouſand Billows bear againſt the Ships, 
And toſs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 
[Sound the Alarm. 


Ah me, I fear my Hubba is ſurpris'd. 


Sound again. Enter AlbanaR. 


Alb. Follow me, Soldiers, follow Albanadt; 
Purſue the Scythians flying through the Field : 
Let none of them eſcape with Victory: 
That they may know the Britons force is more 
Than all the Power of the trembling Huns. [Chaſe, 
Thra. Forward brave Soldiers, forward, keep the 
He that takes Captive Humber or his Son, 
Shall be rewarded with a Crown of Gold. 


Sound Alarm, then let them fight, Humber give back, 
Huba, enters at their Backs, and kills Debon, Strum- 
bo falls down, Albanact runs in, and afterwards 
enters wounded. . 


Alba. Injurious Fortune, haſt thou croſt me thus? 
Thus in the Morning of my ViQtories, 
Thus in the Prime of my Felicity 
To cut me off by ſuch hard overthrow. 
Hadſt thou no time thy rancour to declare, 
But in the Spring of all my Dignities ? 
Hadſt thou no place to ſpit thy Venome out, 
But on the Perſon of young Albanact? 
I that e'er while did ſcarce mine Enemies, 
And drove them almoſt to a ſhameful Flight : 


I that e'rewhile full Lion-like did Fate 
Heap 


: 
+ 
1 
1 

1 
1 
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Curſt be her Charms, damn'd be her curſed Charms, 
That doth delude the wayward Hearts of Men, 

Of Men that truſt unto her fickle Wheel, 

Which never leaveth turning upſide down. 

O Gods, O Heav'ns, allot me but the Place © | 
Where I may find her hateful Manhon, :..: 
I'll paſs the As to watry Meroe, © 

Where hery Phebus in his Chariot, | 
The Wheels whereof are deck'd with: Emeralds, 

Caits ſuch a Heat, yea ſuch a ſcorching Heat, 

And ſpoileth Flora of her chequered Graſs; 

II overturn the Mountain Caucaſus, 

Where fell Chimera in her triple Saape, 


Rolleth hot Flames from out her monſtrous page oh | 


Scaring the Beaſts with Iſſue of her Gorge; 

III pais the frozen Zone where Icy flakes 

Stopping the Paſlage of the fleeting Ships 

Do lie, like Mountains in the congeal'd Sea, 

Where if I find that hateful. Houſe of hers, 

III pull the fickle Wheel from out her Hands, 

And tie herſelt in everlaſting Bands. 

But all in vain I breathe theſe Threatnings, 

The Day is loſt, the Hanns are Conquerors, | 

Debon is ſlain, my Men are done to Death, 

The Currents ſwift ſwim violently with Blood, 

And laſt, O that this laſt Night ſo long lait, 

Myſelf with Wounds | paſt all Recovery, 

Mutt leave my Crown for Humber to poſſeſs. 
Strum. Lord have Mercy upon us, Maflers, I think 

this is a Holy day, every Man lies ſleeping in the 

F ields, but God knows full fore againſt their Wills. 
Pra. F ly, noble Albanact, and ſave thyſelf, 


The Sothbians follow with great Celeruy, 


And there's no way but Flight, or ſpeedy Death, 

Fly, noble Albanact, and fave thyſelf. [Sound the Alarm, 
Alba. Nay, let them fly that fear to die the Death, 

That tremble at the fatal Name of Mors. | 


_Ne'er ſhall proud Humber boaſt or brag himſelf 


That he hath put young Albanact to flight, 
And leſt he ſhould triumph at my Decay, 
This Sword ſhall reave his Mafter of his Life: 
That oft hath ſav'd his Maſter's doubtful Life: 
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But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 
Revenge my Death upon his traiterous Head, 


Et vos queis domus eft nigrantis regia ditis, 

Cui regitis rigido flygios moderamine luces, 

Nox caci regina poli, furialis Erinnys, 

Diique Deaque omnes, Albanum tillite regem, 

Tollite flumineis undis regi daque palud:*; 

Nunc me fata vocant, hoc dam pectere fe, rum. 
[ Stabs himſelf, 

Enter Trompart | 


O what hath he done? his Noſe bleeds; but I ſmell a Fax, 
Look where my Maſter lies, Maſter, Matter, 
Strum, Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 
Trom. Yet one, good, good Maſter, . 
Strum, I will rot ſpeak, for I am dead, I tell thee. 
Trom. And is my Maſter dead? [ Singing. 
O Sticks and Stenes, Brickbats and Bones, 
Aud is my Maſter dead? 
O you Cockatrices, and you Badlatrices, 
That iu the Woods dwell : 
Joa Briars and Brambles, you Co. L ſcohs and Shambles, 
Come howl and yell. | 
With howling and ſcreeking, with wailing and weeping, 
Come you to lament. 
O Cilliers of Croyden, and Ruſt icks of Royden, 
And Fiſhers of Kent, 1 | 
Fir Strumbo the Cobler, the fin2 merry Cibler 
Of Cathnes Town : 
At this ſame ſtoure, und this very hour 
Lies dead on the Ground. 
O Maſter, Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. | 
Strum. Where be they? cox me tunny, bobekin, let me 
be riſing, be gone, we mall be robb'd by and by. 


SCENE. VIAL, 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraſher, Eſtrild, and the 
. Soldiers. 
Hum. Thus from the dreadful Shocks of furious Mars 


Thundring Alarams and Rhamnyſia's Drum, 
We are retir'd with joyful Victory, 
B 


* 
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The ſlaughter'd Trojans {queltring in their Blood, 
Infe& the Air with their Carcaſſes, n 
And are a Prey for ey'ry rav'nous Bird. 

Eft. So periſh they that are our Enemies: 
So periſh they that love not Humber's weal. 
And mighty Jove, Commander of the world, 
Protect my Love from all falle Treacheries. 

Hum. Thanks, lovely Eſtrild, ſolace to my ſoul. 
But, valiant Hubba, for 1 Chivalry 
Declar'd againſt the Men of Albany, 

Loe here a flowring Garland wreath'd of Bay, 

As a Reward for this thy forward Mind. [Sets it on his 
Hub. This unexpected Honour, noble Sir, Head. 
Will prick my Courage unto braver Deeds, | ; 

And cauſe me to attempt ſuch hard Exploits, 
That all the world ſhall ſound of Hybba's Name. 

Hum. And now, brave Soldiers, for this good Succeſs 
Carouſe whole Cups of Amazonian wine, | 
Sweeter than Nectar or Ambroſia. 

And caſt away the Clods of curſed Care, 

With Goblets crown'd with Semeleius Gifts, 

Now let us march to Abis Silver Streams, 

That clearly glide along the Champane Fields, 

And moiſt the graſſy Meads with humid Drops. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, ſound up chearfully, 
Sith we return with Joy and Victory. [ Exeunt. 


SISIPLII EO IISIIDIIING SS 
ACT IL SCENE -L 


Dumb Show. Enter Ate as before, A Crocodile fitting on 
a Rivers Bank, and a little Snake ſtinging it, Thesx 
beth of them fall into the Water, | 


Ate. Q\ Celera in autborem cadunt. | 

High on a Bank by Nilas boiſterous Streams, 
Fearfully fat th Egyptian Crocodile, 
Dreadfully grinding in her ſharp long Teeth 

The broken Bowels of a filly Fiſh, 

His Back was arm'd againſt the dint of Sper, 
With Shields of Braſs that ſbin'd like burniſht Gold, a 
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And as he ſtretched forth his cruel Paws, 


A ſubtle. Adder creeping clolely neary 

Thruſting his fork2d Sting into his Claws, 

Privily ſhed his oilon through his Bones, 

Which made him [well that there his Bowels burſt, 
That did ſo much in his own greatnets truſt, = 

So Humber having conquer'd Albana't, 

Doth yield his Glory unto Locrine s Sword. 

Mark what enſues, and you may eaſily ſee, 

That all our Life is but a Tragedy, Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Corineius, Aﬀaracus, Thra: 
ſimachus and Camber, 


Loc. And is this true, is Albanaſtus lain ? 


Hath curſed Humber with his ſtragling Hoſt, 


With that his Army made of munprel Curs, 
Brought our redoubted Brother to his End ? 

O that I had the Tracian Orpheus Harp, 

For to awake out of th' infernal Shade 

Thoſe ugly Devils of black Erebus,' | 
That might torment the damned Traitor's Soul : 
O that I had Ampbions Inſtrument 

To quicken with his vital Notes and Tunes 
The Ainty Joints of every ſtony Rock, 

By which the Scythians might be puniſhed ; 
For, by the Lightning of almighty Jove, 

The Hunn ſhall die, had he ten thouſand Lives: 
And would to God he had ten thouſand Lives, 
That I might with the arm-ſtrong Hercules, 
Crop off ſo vile an Hydra's hiſſing Heads. 
But ſay me, Couſin, for I long to hear, 

How Albanact came by untimely Death. 

Ihra. After the traiterous Hoſt of Srythians 
Entred the Field with Martial Equipage, 
Young Albanact, impatient of delay, 

Led forth his Army gainſt the ſtragling Mates, 


| Whoſe Multitude did daunt our Soldiers Minds, 


Yet nothing could diſmay the forward Prince 


But with a Courage moſt heroical, 
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Like to a Lion mongſt a flock of Lambs, 

Made havock ofthe faint-heart Fugitives, 
Hewing a paſſage through them with his Swordg 
Yea, we had almoſt giv'n them the Repulle, 
When ſuddenly from out the filent Wood 

Hubba with twenty thouſand Soldiers, 

Cowardly came upon our weakned Backs, 

And murthered all avith fatal Maſſacre ;' 
Amongſt which the old Debon, martial Knight, 
Vith many wounds was brought unto the Death: 
And Allanact oppreſt with multitude, 

Mhilſt valiartly he feld bis Enemies, 

Yielded his life and honour to the Duſt. 

He being dead, the Soldiers fled amain, 

And J alone eſeaped them by flight, 

To bring you Tidings of thele accidents. 

Loc. Not aged Priam, King of ſtately Trcy, 
Grand Emperor of barb'rous Aſia, 

f When he beheld his noble minded Son 
$i Slain traiterouſly by ah the Mirmi dens, 
0 Lamented more than I for Albanatt. 

Guen. Not Hecuba the Queen of Ilium, 
When ſhe beheld the Town of Pergamus, | 
Her Palace burnt, with all-devouring Flames, 
Her fifty Sons and Daughters freſh et hue, 
Murther'd by wicked Pyrrius b'oody Sword, 
| Shed ſuch ſad Tears as 1 for Albanat, 

1 Cam. T he griel of Niobe, fair Athens Queen, 


Por her ſeven Sons magnanimous in Field, 
Ii For her ſeven Daughters fairer than the faireſt, 
1 Is not to be compar'd with my laments. 


Cor. In yain you Sorrow for the ſlaughter'd Prince, 
In vain you ſorrow for his overthrow; 
He loves not moſt that doth lament the moſt, 
But he that ſeeks to verge the Injury, 
Think you to quell] the Enemies warlike Train, 
With childiſh Sobs and womaniſh Laments ? 
Unſheath your Swords, unſheath your conqu'ring Swords, 
And ſeek revenge, the comfort for this ſore: 
In Cornwall, where J hold my Regiment, 
Even juſt ton thouſand valiant Men at Arms 
Hath Crineius ready at command ; | 
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All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 
Hath Corinetus ready at command. 
Cam. And in the Fields of martial Cambria, 
Clole by the boiſtrous ſcan's Silver Streams, 
W here light · foot Fairies skip from Bank to Bank, 
Full twenty thouſand brave couragious Knights, 
Well exercis'd in feats of Chivalry, 
In manly marner moſt inv incible, 
Young Camber hath with Gold and Victual. 
All theie and more, if need ſhall more require, 
I offer up to venge my Brother's Death. | 
Loc. Thanks, loving Uncle, and good Brother too, 
For this revenge, for this ſweet Word revenge 
Mutt eaſe and ceaſe my wrongful Injuries; 
And by the Sword of bloody Mars I ſwear, 


Ne'r ſhall {weet quiet enter this my Front, 


*Till I be venged on his traiterous Head, 

J bat flew my noble Brother Albanatt. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, muſter up the Camp, 

For we willſtrait march to Albania. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Humber, Eſtrild, Hubba, Thraffier, and the Sol diecg. 
Hum. Thus are we come, victorious Conqueror, 
Unto the flowing Current's ſi ver Streams, 
W hich, in memorial of our Victory, 
Shall be agnominated by ou? Name, 
And talked of by our Poſterity: 
For ſure I hope before the Golden Sun 
Poſteth his Horſes to fair Thetis Plains, | 
To ſce the Waters turned into Blood, ö 
And change his blewiſh Hue to ractul red, 
By reaſon of the fatal Maſſa cre, 
W hich ſhall be made upon the virent Plains. 
Enter the Gh:ft if Albanact. | g 
G Hot. See ho the Traitor doth preſege his harm, 


See how le glories at his own decay, 


See how he triumphs at his proper Loſs, 
O Fortune vile, unſtable, fickle; trail ! | 
Ham. Methinks | fee bath Armies in the Field, 
The broken Lanzes climb the Chryſtal Skies, 
B 3 Some 
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Some headleſs lie, ſome breathleſs on the Ground, 

And every place is ſtrew'd with Carkaſſes, 

(fl Behold the Graſs hath loſt his pleaſant green, 

1 The ſweeteſt Sight that ever might be leen. 

14 Ghoſt. Ay Traiterous Humber, thou ſhalt find it ſo, 

} Yea to thy coſt thou ſhalt the ſame behold, 

4 With Anguiſh, Sorrow, and with ſad Laments : 

The graſſie Plains, that now do pleaſe thine Eyes, 

Shall ere the Night be colour'd all with Blood; 

The ſhady Groves that now incloſe thy Camp, 

And yield ſweet ſayour to thy damned Corps, 

Shall ere the Night be figured all with Blood; 

T he profound Stream that paſſed by thy Tents, 

And with his Moiſture ſerveth all thy Camp, 

Shall ere the Night converted be to Blood. 

Yea with the Blood of thole thy ſtragling Boys: 

For now revenge ſhall eaſe my lingring Grief, | 

And now revenge ſhall glut my longing Soul. | 
Hub. Let come what will, I mean to bear it out, 1 

And either live with glorious Victory, X | 

Or die with Fame renown'd for Chiyalry : 

He is not worthy of the Honey- comb, LL 

14 That ſhuns the Hives becauſe the Bees have ſtings; 

1 That likes me beſt that is not got with eaſe, 

| ih M hich thouſand Dangers do re 3 

— For nothing can diſmay our regal Mind; 

Which aims at nothing but a Golden Crown, 

The only upſhot of mine enterpriſcs, 

Were they inchanted in grim Pluto s Court, "| 

And kept for treaſure mongſt his helliſh Crew, | | 

T would either quell the tripple Cerberus 

And all the Army of his hatetul Hags, "Fi 

Or roll the Stone with wretched Sypbus. 
Hum. Right martial be thy thoughts, my noble Son, | 

And all thy Words ſavour of Chivalry. | 

| Enter Segar. 

But, warlike Segar, what ſtrange Accicents 

Make you to leave the warding, of the Camp ? 
Segar. To Arms, my Lord, to honourable Arms; 

Take helm and targe in Hand, the Britons come 

With great Multitude than erſt the Greeks 


Brought to the Ports of Phriygi dian Tened:s. \ 
| Hum. | 
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Hum. But what ſaith Segar to thele Accidents? 

VW hat Counſel gives he in Extremities ? 8 # 
Segar. Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, . 
That Reſolution's a ſole help at need. 
And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in every enterpriſe; | 
Then ſince there is no way but fight or die, 
Be reſolute, my Lord, for Victory. 
Hum, And relolute, Segar, I mean to be, 
Perhaps ſome bliisful Star will favour us, 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State: 

Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, : | 
So to withſtand their ſtrong Invaſion. { Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 

Euter Strumbo, Trompart, Oliver, and his Son William 

following, them. r 

Strum. Nay Neighbour Oliver, if you be ſo whot, come 
prepare your ſelf, you ſhall find two as ſtout Fellows uf 
us, as any in all the North, | þ 

Oliv. No by my droth Neighbour Strumbo. Ich zee 
dat you are a Man of ſmall xideration, dat will zeek to 
Injure your old vreends, one of your vamiliar gueſts, and 
derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 
Ich and my Zonne William will take dat courſe, dat ſhall . 
be fardeſt vrem reaſon; how zay you, will you have my 
Daughter or no ? | 

Strum. A very hard queſtion, Neighbour, but I will 
ſolve it as | may; what reaſon have you to demand it of me? 

Will, Marry Sir, what reaſon had you when my Siſter 
was in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and to fiſt 
her Belly ? 

Strum. Maſs thou ſay'ſt true; well, but would you 
have me marry her therefore? No, I ſcorn her, and you, 
and you: Ay, I ſcorn youall, : | 

Olive. Lou will not have her then? 

Strum, No, as I ama true Gentleman. 

P Will, Then will we School you, ere you and we part 
ence. 
Enter Margery, and ſnatches the Staff out of her Brother's 
Hand as he is fighting. 
Strum. Ay, you come in Pudding time, or elſe I had 


dreſt them. } 
B 4. Mar. 
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Mar. You Maſter Sawcebox, Lobcocks, Cockſcomb, 
you Slopſawce, Lickfingers, will you not hear? 

Strum, Who ſpeak you to, me ? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, to you, John Lack honeſty, little wit, is 
it you that will have none of me? | 

Strum, No by my troth, Miſtreſs Nicebice, how fine 
vou can Nick-name me; I think you were brought up in 
the Univerſity of Bridewel!, you have your Rhetorick fo 
ready at your Tongues end, as if you were never well 
warn'd when you were young. 

Mar. Why then Goodman cods-head, if you will have 
none of me, farewel. 

Stram, If you be ſo plain, Miſtreſs Driggle-draggle, 
fare you well, | 

Mar. Nay, maſter Strumbo, ere you go from hence, we 
muſt have more words, you will haye none of me? 

| | [They fight. 

Strum. Oh my Head, my Head, leave, leave, leave, I 
will, I will, 1 will, 

Mar. Upon that condition I let thee alone. 

Oliv. How now Maſter Strumbo, hath my Daughter 
taught you a new Leſſon? 

Strum. Ay but hear you, Goodman Oliver, it will not 
be for my. Eaſe to have my Head broken every Day, 
therefore remedy this, and we ſhall agree, | 

Oliv. Well, Zon, well, for you are my Zon now, all 
ſhall be remedied, Daughter, be Friends with him. 

[ Shake Hands. 

Strum. Y ou are a ſweet Nut, the Devil crack you, Ma- 
ſters, I think it be my Luck, my firſt Wife was 1 


quiet Wench, but this I think would weary the Devil. 


would ſhe might be burnt as my other Wife was; if not, 
I muſt run to the Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou haſt 
undone thy Malter, this it is to be meddling with warm 
Plackets, + Exe. 


Enter Loerire, Camber, Corineius, Thraſimacus, and 
15 Aſſarachus. | 
Loc. Now am I guarded with an Hoſt of Men, 
Whole haughty Courage is invincible: | 
| Now 


r Wa . os. . ” * 


'F 


As erſt JI was in Summer of mine Age, 
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Now am I hemm'd with Troops of Soldiers, 
Such as might force Bellona to retire, 
And make her tremble at their Puiſſance. 
Now fit I like the mighty God of War, „ ih 5 
When armed with his Coat of Adamant, 4 
Mounted, his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls, 
He drove the Argives over Xanthas Stream. 
Now, curſed Humber, doth thy End draw nig, 
Down goes the glory of his ViRories; / - | 
And all his Fame, and all his high Renown, -- 
Shall in a Moment yield to Locrine's Sword. 
Thy bragging Banpers eroſt with argent Streams, 
The Ornaments of thy Pavilions, bj 64 


*Shall all be captivated with this Hand, 


And thou tbyiclt, at Albanatus Tomb. 

Shalt offer'd be, in Satisfaction 2 N 

Of all the wrongs thou didſt him when he liv'd. 

But canſt thou tell me, brave Thraſi macſbiss, 

How far we are diſtant from Humber's Camp. 
Thra. My Lord, within yon foul — Grove, 

That hears, the Tokens of qur Overthroẽw-w-twt ,+ + 

This Humber bath intrench'd his damned Camp. 

March on, my Lord, hecaule | long to fee. | 

The treacherous Scyth:ans {queltring in their Gore. 
Tec. Sweet Fortune, favour Tocrine with a ſmile, 

That I may venge my noble Brother's, Death, 

And in the midſt of ſtately Troynovant,. 

I'll build a. Temple to thy Deity 

Of perfe& Marble, and of Jacinth Stones, 

That it ſhall paſs the higheſt Piramds, 

Which with their top ſurmount the firmament. 
Cam. The arm-ſtrong Off ſpring of the doubted. Knight 

Stout Hercules; Alemenas mighty Son, + 

That tam'd the Monſters of the three-fold world, 

And rid the oppreſſed from the Tyrants-Y okes, | 

Did never ſhew ſuch valiantneſs in Fight, | 

As I will now for noble Albanat. | 
Cer. Full fourlcore Years hath Crineius liv'd, 

Sometimes in, War, ſometimes iy quiet . Peace, 

And yet I feel *myſelf to be as ſtrong 


Able to toſs this great unwieldy Club. 
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Which hath been pa'nted with my foe-mens Brains: 
And with this Club I'll break the ſtrong array 

Of Humber and his ſtragling Soldiers, 

Or lole my Life amongſt the thickeſt preſs, 

And die with Honour in my lateſt Days: 

Yetere [ die they all ſhall underſtand, 

What force lyes in ſtout Corineius Hand. 

Thra. And if Thraſmachus det ract the Fight, 
Either for weakneſs or for cowardiſe, 

Let him not boaſt that Brutus was his Fame, 
Or that brave Corineius was his Sire, 

Loc. Then courage, Soldiers, firſt for your Safety, 
Next for your Peace, laſt for your Victory. [ E xeunt, 
Sound the Alarem. Enter Hubba and Sugar at one Decr, 

| and Corineius at the ether. 

Cor. Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
Phat by thy Trealon ſlew'ſt young Albana ? 

Hub. I am his Son that (lew young Albanact, 

And if thou take not heed, proud Phyyg ian, 
I'll ſend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber's Injuries. 
Ccr. You triumph, Sir, before the Victory, 
For Corineius is not fo ſoon ſlain. 
But, curſed Sqthians, you ſhall rue the Day, 
That &er you came into Albania. 
So peirſh _ that envy Britain's wealth, 
So let them die with endleſs infamy, 
And he that ſeeks his Soyereign's overthrow, - 
Would this my Club might aggravate his Vo. 
| [Strikes them both down with his Club. 
Enter Humber. | 

Hum. Where I may find ſome deſart Wilderneſs, 
Where may I breath out cui ſes as I would, | 
And ſcare the Earth with my condemning Voice: 

Where every Echoes repercuſſion 

May help me to bewail my Overthrow, 

And aid me in my ſorrowful laments ? 

Where may I find ſome hollow uncouth Rock, 

Where I miy damn, condemn, and ban my fill, 

The Heav'ne, the Hell, the Earth, the Air, the Fire, 

And utter curſes to the concaye Sky. | 
: Which 
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Which may infe& the airy Regions, 
And light upon the Briton Locrine's Head? 
You ugly Spirits that in Cocztus mourn, 
And gnaſh your Teeth with dolorous laments, 
You fearful dogs that in black Lethe howl, 
And ſcare the Ghoſts with your wide open th roats, 
You ugly Ghoſts that flying from theſe dogs, 
Do plunge your ſelves in Puryflegiton,  - 
Come all of you, and with your ſhrieking notes, 
Accompany the Britons Conquering Holt, 
Come herce Erinnys horrible with Snakes, 
Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 
You threefold Judges of black 1artarus, 
And all the Army of your helliſh Fiends, | 
With new-found torments rack proud Lecrine's Bones, 
O Gods and Stars, damn'd be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me in fair Thezts Plains. 
Curſt be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With ſurging Billows did not rive my Ships. 
Againſt the Rocks of high Cerannia, 
Or ſwallowed me intq her watry Gulf. 
Would God we had arriv'd upon the Shore 
Where Polyphemus and the Cycl:ps dwell, 
Or where the bloody Anthropcphagie & 
With greedy Jaws devour the wandring Wights, 
| Enter the Gheſt of Albanact. 
But why comes Albanactus's bloody Ghoſt, 
To bring a corſive to our miſeries 
Is't not enough to ſuffer ſhameful flight, 
But we muſt be tormented now with. Ghoſts ? 


With Apparitions fearful to behold.? 


Gbeſt, Revenge, revenge for Blood. 


Hum, So, nought will iatisfie your wandring Ghoſt, 


But dire revenge, nothing but Humber's fall, 
Becauſe he canquer'd you in Albany. 

Now by my Soul, Humber would be condemn'd: 
To Tantal's Hunger, or Ixion's Wheel, 

Or to the Vulture of Prometheus, 

Rather than that this Murther were undone, 
When as I dye ['ll drag thy curſed Ghoſt E 
T hrough all the Rivers of foul Frebus, | 
Through burning Sulphur of the Limbo-lakez 
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To allay the burning Fury-of that Heat, 
That rageth in mine everlaſting Soul. 8 8 
G het. Vindita, Vindicta. [_Exeunt, 


COLO TOTO DO DOTS DO DO STS TODD ES LOLOLO POT TOLOLS 
ALT Iv. SCENE I. 


Enter Ate as before, Then Omphale Daughter to the King of 
Lydia, having a Club in her Hand, and a Lion's kin on 
her Back, Hercules following with a Difiaff. Then Om- 
phale turns about, and taking off her Pantofie, Arikes Her - 
cules en the head, then they depart. Ate remaining, ſays; 


* non Argelici man data ſevera Tyrannz, 


Nen pctait Juno vincere, vicit amor. 
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Stout Hercules, the mirror of the world, 
Son to Alcmena and great Jupiter, 
After ſo many Conqueſts won in Field, 
After ſo many Monſters quell'd by Force, 
WI. Yielded his valiant Heart to Omphale, 
A fearful Woman void of manly Strength: 
Fhe took the Club, and wore the Lion's Skin, 
He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan ſpin, 
So martial TLocrine cheer'd with Victory, 
Falleth in Love with Humber's Concubine, / 
And lo forgetteth peerleſs Guende line. 
His Uncle Corineius ſtorms at this, 
And forceth Locrine for his Grace to ſue. £ 
Lo here the Sum, the Proceſs doth enlue. [ Ext, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Aſſarachus, Thraſi- 

machus, and the Soldiers. 
Toc. Thus from the Fury of Bellona's broils, 

With ſound of Drum and Trumpets Melody, 

The Britain King returns triumphantly, 

The Scythians ſlain with great Occiſion, 

Do cquali ze the graſs in multitude, | 

Lind with their Blood haye ſtain'd the ſtreaming brooks, - 
: | Offering 
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Offering their Bodies and their deareſt Blood 
As fa:ritce to Albana tus Ghoſt. 
Now curled Humber haſt thou paid thy due, 
For thy Deceits and eraſty Treacheries, 
For all thy Guiles, and damned Stratagems, 
With loſs of Life and everduring ſhame. 
Where are thy Horſes trap'd with burniſh'd Gold, 
Thy trampling Courlers ruPd with foaming bus? 
Where are thy Soldiers ſtrong and numberlels? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers; 
Ev'n as the Country Clown with ſharpeſt Scythes, 
Do mow the wither'd Graſs from off the Earth, 
Or as the Plough-man with his piercing Share 
Renteth the Bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the Roots with Razors keen; - 
So Locrine with his mighty curtle Axe, 
Hath cropp:d off the the Heads of all thy Hunns, 
So Locrine's Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And droye thine Hoſt unto confuſion, 
That thou may'ſt ſuffer Penance for thy fault, 
And die for murdering valiant Albana l. 
Cori, And thus, yea thus, ſhall all the reſt be ſer v ds 
That ſeek to enter Albion gainſt our wills, 15 
If the brave Nation of the Pooglodites, | 
If all the codl-back Xthiapians, 
If all the Forces of the Amazons, 
If all the Hoſts of the Barbarian Sands, 
Should dare to enter this our little World, 
Soon ſhould they rue their over- bold attempts, 
That after us our Progeny may ſay, 3 
There lyes the Beaſt that ſought to uſurp our Land. 
Lice Ay, they are Beaſts that ſeek to uſurp our Land, 
And like to brutiſh Beaſts they ſhall be ſerv'd. E 
For mighty Jove, the ſupream King of Heay'n, | 
That guides the concourfe of the Meteors, 
And rules the motion of the azure Sky, 
Fights always for the Britains ſafety. | 
Zut ſtay, methinks, I hear ſome ſchrieking noiſe, 
That draweth near to our Pavillion. | 
Enter Soldiers leading in Eſtrild. 5 
Eſt. What Prince ſo' er ES with Golden Crown, 
Doth iway the Regal Sceptre in his Hand! 4 
8 | n 
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And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that his ſtate ſhall everlaſting ſtan d, 

Let him behold poor EVrild in this plight, 

The perfe& Platform of a troubled Wight, 

Once was I guarded with mavortial bands, 
Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 

Now am I fallen into my Foe-mens hands, 

And with my death muſt pacify their mood. 

O Lite, the harbour of Calamities, 


O Death, the haven of all miſeries, 
I could compare my lorroivs to thy woe, 


Thou wretched Queen of wretched Pergamus, 
But that thou view'dſt thy Enemies overthrow, 
Nigh to the Rock of high Capharevs, 
Thou ſaw'ſt their death, and then departed'ſt thence? 
I muſt abide the ViRor's Inſolence. 
The gods that pitied thy continual Grief, 
Transform'd thy Corps, and with thy Corps thy care, 
Poor Eſtrild lives deſpairing of Relief, | 
For Friends in trouble are but few and rare. 
What, ſaid I, few? Ay, few or none at all, 
For cruel Death made how of them all. 
Thrice happy they whoſe fortune was ſo good, 
To end their lives, and with their lives their woes, 
Thrice hapleſs I, whom fortune fo withſtood, 
That cruelly ſhe gaye me to my Foes. 
O Soldiers, is there any miſery 
To be compar'd te fortune's treachery. 
Lec, Camber, this ſame thould be the S:yth:an Queen. 
Cam. So may we judge by her lamenting words, 
Loc. So fair a Name mine Eyes did never ſee, 
With floods of woes ſhe feems o'erwhelm'd to be. 
cum. O Locrine, bath ſhe not a cauſe for to be ſad? 
[ Locrine at one end of the Stage.. 
Toc. If ſhe have cauſe to weep for Humber's death, 
And ſhed ſalt tears for her Overthrow: 
Tocrine may well bewail his proper grief, 
Tocrine may move his own peculiar woe. 
He being conquer'd, died a ſpeedy death, 
And felt not long his la mentable ſmart ; 
I being a Conqueror, live a lingring life, 
And 2 the force of Cupid's tudden ſtroke. 


J gaye 
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I gave him cauſe to die a ſpeedy death. 2 7 
He left me cauſe to wiſh a ſpeedy death. 
O that ſweet Face painted with Nature's dye, 
Thoſe roſeal Cheeks mixt with a ſnowy white, 
That decent Neck ſurpaſſing Ivory, hen 
Thoſe comely Breaſts which Venus well might ſpite, _ 
Are like to ſnares which wily fowlers wrouzht, 
Wherein my yielding Heart is priloner caught. 
The golden treſſes of her dainty Hair, 
Which ſhine like Rubies glittering with the Sun, 
Have lo entrap'd poor Locrine's love-lick Heart, 
That from the ſame no way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft I heard declar'd, 
One dram of Joy muft have a pound of Care. 
Eft. Hard is their fall, who from a golden Crown 
Are caſt into a Sea of wretchedn-:s. 
Tec, Hard is their thrall, who by Cupid's frown 
Are wrapt in waves of endleſs carefulneſs, 
Eſt. O Kingdom, Object to all miſeries. 
Loc. O Love, the extream'ſt of all extremities, 
[ Goes into his Chair, 
Sold. My Lord, in ranſacking the Scythian Tents, 
I found this Lady, and to maniteſt 
That earneſt Zeal { bear unto your Grace, 
I here prelent her to your Majeſty. | 
Ancther Sold, He lies, my Lord, I found the Lady firſt, 
and here preſent her to your Majeſty. 
1 Sold. Preſumptuous Villain, wilt thou take my prize? 
2 Hold. Nay, rather thou depriv'ſt me of my right. 
1 Sold. Reſign thy Title, Caitiff, unto me, 
Or with my ſword II] pierce thy Coward's Loins. | 
2 Sold. Soft words, good Sir, 'tis not enough to ſpeak # 
A barking Dog doth ſeldom ſtrangers bite. 
Loc. Unreverent Villains, ſtrive you in our ſight ? 
Take them hence, Jailor, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lie and try, their quarrel out; 
But thou, fair Princeſs, be no whit diſmay'd, 
But rather joy that Locrine favours thee. 
Eft. How can he favour me that lew my Spouſe ? 
Loc. The chance of war, my Love, took him from thee, 
Eſt. But Locrine was the cauſer of his death, 
Lec. He was an Enemy to Locrine's State, 


Ang flew my noble Brother Albanact. Eſt, 


42 The Tragedy of Locrine. 
Eſt. But he was link d to me in Marriage-bond, 
And would you have me love his Slaughterer ? 
Loc. Better to live, than not to live at all. 
Eſt. Better to die renown'd for chaſtity, 


Than to live with ſhaine and endlels infamy. 


What would the common lort report of me, 
It I forgot my love, and cleaye to thee ? 
Loc, Kings need not fear the yulgar ſentences. 
Est. Eut Ladies muſt regard their honeſt Name. 
Loc, Is it a ſhame to live in Marriage-bonds ? 
E9, No, but to be a Strumpet to a King. 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Zecrine's burning Love, 
Thou ſhalt be Queen of fair Albania. 
Eſt. But Guendeline will undermine my State. 
Tec. Upon mine Honour, thon ſhalt have no harm. 
Eg. Then lo, brave Zocrine, Efrild yields to thee, 
And by the Gods, whom thou doſt inyocate, 
By the dread Ghoſt of thy decealed Sire, 


Ey thy right-hand, and by thy burning Love, 


Take pity on poor Eſtri1d's wretched thrall, 

Cori. Hath Tocrine then forgot his Guendeline, 
That thus he courts the Seythians Paramour ? 
What, are the words of Brute ſo ſoon forgot? 
Are my delerts ſo quickly out of mind? 

Have I heen faithful to thy Sire now dead? 
Have I protected thee from Humber's hand, 
And do'ſt thou quit me with Ungratitude 7 

Ts this the guerdon for my grievous wounds ? 
Is this the Honour for my labours paſt ? 

Now by my Sword, Lccrine, I ſwear to thee, 
1 his Injury of thine ſhall be repaid. 

\ Lec. Uncle, ſcorn you your Royal Soveraigns 
And it we ſtood for Cyphers in the Court; 
Upbraid you me with thoſe your benefits? 
Why, it was a Subje&'s duty ſo to do. 

W hat you have done for our deceaſed Sire 
We know, and all know, you have your reward. 

Ceri, Avant, proud Princox, brav'ſt thou me withal, 
Aſſure thy ſelf though thou be Emperor, : 
Thou ne'er ſhall carry this unpuniſhed. 

Camb. Pardon my Brother, noble C:rinezus, 

Pardon this once, and it ſhall be amended, 


A 
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Aſa. Couſin, remember Brutus lateſt words 
How be deſired you to cheriſh them: | 
Let not this fault ſo much incenſe your Mind, 
Which is not yet paſſed all remedy. 
Cori, Then Locrine, lol reconcile my ſelf, 
But as thou loy'ſt thy Life, ſo love thy Wife. 
But it thou violate thofe promiſes, | 
Blood and revenge ſhall light upon thy Head. 
Come, let us back to ſtately Troynovant, 
Where all thefe matters ſhall be. ſettled, | * 
Lec. Millons of Devils wait upen thy Soul, [To himſelf 
Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Ghoſt : | 
Ten thouſand torments rack thy curled bores, 
Let every thing that hath the uſe of breath, | 
Be inſtruments'and workers of thy death. LLExeunt. 


SCENE 


Enter Humber alone, his Hair hanging over his Shoulders, 
his Arms all bloody, and a Dart in one Hand. 

Hum. What Baſilisk hath hatched in this place, 

Where every thing conſumed is to nought? 

What fearfal Fury haunts theſe curſed Groves, 

Where not à root is left for Humber's Meat? 

Hath fell Aleſto with e nvenom'd blaſts, 

Breathed torth poiſon in theſe tender Plains? 

Hath tripple Cerberus with cortagious foam, 

Sow'd Aconitum mongſt theſe wither'd Herbs? 

Hath dreadful Fames with her charming rods 

Brought barrennels on every fruitful Tree 

What not a Root, no Fruit, no Beaſt, no Bird, 

To nouriſh Humber in this Vilderneſs? _ 

What would you more, you Fiends of Erebas ? 

My very Intrails burn for want of drink, 

My Bowels cry Humb-r give us ſome meat, 

But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 

T hele foul accurſed Groves afford no meat: 

T his fruitleſs ſoil, this ground bring forth no meat. 

The Gods, hard-hearted Gods, yield me no meat. 

Then how can Humber give you any meat? 8 
Enter Strumbo with a Pitch-t.rk, and a Scotch Cap. 

Stram. 
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Strum. How do you, Maſters, how do you ? how 
haye you 'ſcap'd hanging this long time? i'faith I have 
ſeaped many a ſcouring this year, but I thank God ] have 
paſt them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my wife 
and I are in great love and charity now, I thank my Man- 
hocd and my ſtrength; for I will tell you, Maſters, upon a 
certain Day at Night I came home, to lay the very truth, 
with my Stomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wife ſoberly fate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againſt the Bed, ſinging lullaby, Now 
when ſhe ſaw. me come with my nole foremoſt, thinking 
that I had been Drunk, as I was indeed, ſnatch'd up a 
Faggot ſtick in her hand, and came furiouſly marching to- 
wards me, with a big Face, as tho ſhe would have eaten 
me at a bit; thundering out theſe words unto me, Thou 
drunken Knave, where haſt thou been ſo long? I ſhall 
teach thee how to benight me another time; and ſo ſhe 
began to play Knaves lrumps. Now, although I trem- 
bled, fearing ſhe would ſet her ten Commandments in 
my Face, ran within her, and taking her luſtily by the 
middle, I carried her yaliant!y to the bed, and flinging 
her upon'it; flung myſelf upon her, and there I delight- 
ed her ſo with the ſport I made, that ever after ſhe 
would call me ſweet Husband, and ſo baniſh'd brawling 
for ever; and to ſee the good Will of the Wench. ſhe 
brought with her Portion a Yard of Land, and by that I 
am now become one of the richeſt Men in our Pariſh, 
Well, Maſters, What's a Clock ? It is now Breakfaſt time,, 
you ſhall ſee what meat I have here for my Breakfaſt, 
[He ſets down and pulls out Bis Fictuals. 
Hum, Was ever land ſo fruitleſs as this Land? | 
Was ever Crove ſo graceleſs as this Grove? 
Was ever Soil fo barren as this Soil? 
Oh no: The Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 
May no ways equalize this curſed Land 
No, even the climate of the Torrid Zone 
Brings forth more fruit than this accurſed Grove. 
Ne'er came (weet Ceres, ne er came Venus here; 
Triptclemus the God of Husbandmen, 
Ne er ſow d his ſeed in this foul Wilderneſs, 
The hunger-bitten Dogs of Acberen. 


Chac'd 
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Chac'd from the nine-told Puriphlegiton, 

Have ſet their foot ſteps in this damned Ground. 

The Iron hearted Furies arm'd with Snakes, 

Scatter d huge Hy:ra's over all the Plains, 

Which have confum'd the H raſs, the Herbs the Trees, 

Which have drunk up the flowing Water Springs. 

[Strumbo hearing his Vice ſtarts up, and puts his 
Meat in his Pecket, ſeeking to hide himfelſ. 

Hum, I hou great Commander of the ſtarry Sky, 

Thar zuid' ſt th' 1.ife of every mortal . 

From the incloſures of the fleeting Clouds 

Rain down ſome Food, or elſe i taint and die. 

Pour down ſome Drink, or elſe 1 faint and die. 

O Jupiter, haſt thou fent Mercury | 

In clowniſh hape to miniſter ſome Food? 

Some M eat, ſome Meat, fome Meat. | 

Strum, O alas, Sir, ye are deceiy'd, I amrnot Mercury, 

Jam >trumbo. b. 
Hum, Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat 

Or gainſt this Rock i'll daſh thy curled Brains, | 

And rend thy Bowels with my bloody Hands, 

Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat. 
Strum. By the Faith of my Body, good Fellow, I had 

rather give a whole Ox than that thou ſhouldſt ſerve me 

me in that ſort. Daſh aut my Brains! O horrible, 

terrible. I think I haye a quarry of Stones in my 

Pocket. | 

He makes as though 5e would give him ſome, and as he 
putteth out his Hand, enters the Gheſt of Albanact, and 
ſtrikes him on the Hand, and ſo Strumbo runs out, Hum- 

ber fellowing him. [ Exeunt, 
Ghoſt. Lo here the Gift of fell Ambition, 

Of Ulurpation and of I reachery, * 

Lo hear the Harms that wait upomall thoſe 

That do intrude themſelees in other's Lands, 

V hich-are not under their Dominion. [ Exit® 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Locrine alone. 
Loc. Seven Years hath aged Corineius lived 
To £9:rine's Grief, and fair Eſtrilda's Woe, | 
And 


4 . r 
* = wo Ph om 5 a 
4 LS po —_ : - — 


— 3 a > OE 


— — — — — 


46 The Tragedy of Locrine. 

And ſeven Vears more he hopeth yet to live: 

Oh fupreme Jove, annihilate this thought. 

Should he enjoy the Air's Fruition ? 

Should he enjoy the Benefit of. Life? 

Should he contemplate the radiant Sun, 

That makes my Life equal to dreadful Death? 

Venus convey this Monſter from the Earth, 

That diſobey eth thus thy ſacred Heſts. 

Cupid convey this Monſter to dark Hell, 

That diſannuls thy Mother's ſugar'd Laws. 

Mars with thy Target all b=ſet with Flames, 

With murthering Blade bereaye him of his Liſe, 

That hindreth Tecrine in his ſweeteſt Joys. 

And yet for all his diligent aſpect, | 

His wrathtul Eyes piercing like Linces Eyes, 

Well have I overmatch'd his Suhtilty. 

Nigh Deucclitum by the pieafant Lee, | 

Where brackiſh Thais ſlides with filver Streams, 
aking a Breach into the graſſie Downs, 

A curious Arch of coſtly Marble fraught, | 

Hath. Tocrine framed underneath the Ground, ; 


The Walls whereot, garniſh'd with Diamonds, 


With Ophirs, Rubies, glittering Emeralds, 
And interlac'd with Sun-bright Ca: bundles, 
Lightens the room with artificial Day, 
Ard from the Lee with Water-fowinrg Pipes 
-T he moiſture is deriv'd into this Arch, 
Where I have plac'd fair E/trild ſecretly. 
] hither eftſoons accompanied with my Page, 
I covertly viſit my Heart's deſire, 
Without ſuſpicion of the meaneſt Eye, 
For Love abcurdeph il: with Bolicy. 
Ard thither it }] wears 7cer2z0 to repair, . 
Till. At epcs cut off mine Uncle s Life. LExit. 

| SCENE Vo 

Fnter Eumber alone, Sa 7 
O vita miſero longa, falici brevis! 


Eheu malerum fames extremum malum. 


Long have lived in this deſert Cave, . 
With 
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With eating Haws and milerable Roots, 
Devouring [eaves and beaſtly Excrements. 
Caves were my Beds, and Stones my Pillowberes. 
Fear was my Sleep, and Horror was my Dream; 
For ſtil] methought at every boiſterous Blaſt, 
Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou mult die; 
So that for Fear and Hunger, Humber s Mind 
Can never reſt but always trembling ſtands, 
O what Danubius row may quench my Thirlt ? 
What Euphrates, what light foot Euripus 
May now allay the Fury of that Heat, 
V\ hich raging in my Entrails 2ats me up? 
You ghaſtly Devils of the ninefold Styx, 
You damned Ghoſts of Joyleſs A. Heron, 
Y ou mournful, Souls, vext in Abyſſas Vaults, 
You cole-black Devils of Avernus Pond, | 
Come with your Fleſh-hooks, rend my famiſht Arms, 
Theſe Arms that have ſuſtain'd their Maſter's Lite; 
Come with your Razors rip my Bowels up, 
With your — Fire- forks crack my ſtaryed Bones, 
Uſe me as you will, {ſo Humber may nat live. 
Accurled Gods that rule the ſtarry Poles 
Accurſed Fove, King of the aceurſed Gods, 
Caſt down your Lightning on poor Humber's Head, 
That I may leave this Death-like Life of mine; 
What hear you not, and ſhall not Humber die? 
Nay I will die, though all the Gods ſay nay. 
And gentle Aby take my troubled Corps, 
 Takeit and keep it from all mortal Eyes, 
That none may ſay, when J have loſt my Breath, 
The very Floods confpir'd 'gainſt Humber's Death. 

[ Flings himſelf into the River. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Albanact. 

En cædem ſequitur, cad-s in cade quizlio. 
Humber is dead, joy Heavn's, leap Earth, darc? Trees 
Now may thou reach thy Apples Tantalus, 
And with 'em feed thy hunger bitten Limbs. 
Now Sy{p5us leave tumbiing of thy Rack, 
And reſt thy roſtleſs Bones upon the ſame. 
Unbind Ixien, cruel Rhadamanth, 
Ard lay proud Humber on the whirling Wheel. 
Back will I poſt to Hell Mouth Tenarus, 
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And paſs Cocytus to the x hſian Fields, 
Ard tell my Father Brutus of this News. [ Exit, 


CCC ˙ 
ACT V; SCENE L 


ter Ate as before, Jaſon leading Creon's Daughter, 
Medea foll;cwing, a Garland in her Hand and putting it 
| on Creon's L aug hter s Head, ſetteth it on Tire, and then 
| killing Jaſon and her, departs, 


Ate. ON tam Trinacriis exæſtuat Etna cavernis, 
Leſe furtivo quam cor mulieris amore. 


Medea ſeeing Jaſon leave her Love, 

And chuſe the Daughter of the Theban King, 
Went to her deviliſh Charms to work Revenge; 
And raiſing up the tripple Hecate, 

With all the rout of the condemned Fiends, 
Framed a Garland by her magick kill, 

With which ſhe wrought Jaſon and Gecn's III. 

So Guendeline ſeeing herſelf miſus'd, 

And Humber's Paramour poſſeſs her place, 

Flies to the Nukedom of C rnubia, 

And with her Brother, ſtout Thraſimachus, 
Gathering a Power of C:rniſh Soldiers, 

Gives Battel to her Husband and his Hoſt, 

Nigh to the River of Great Mercia: 

The Chances of this diſmal Maſſacre, 

T hat which enſueth ſhortly will urfold. Exit. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Aſſaracus, and Thraſimachus. 
Aſſa. But tell me, Couſin, dyd my Brother ſo? 
Now who is left to hapleſs Albion, | | 
That as a Pillar might uphold our State, 
That might ſtrike i error to our daring Foes ? 


Now whe is leſt to hapleſs Britany, 
N That 
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That might defend her from the barb'rous hands 
Of thoſe that til! deſire her ruinous fall, 
And ſeck to work her downfal and decay? 

Cam. Ay Uncle, Death's our common Enemy, 
And none but death can match our matchleſs Power; 
Witnels the Fall of Alhioneius Crew, | 
Witnels the Fall of Humber and his Hunns, 
And this toul Death hath now increas'd our Woe, 
By taking Co ineius from this Lite, | 
And in his room leaving us worlds of Care. 

Thra. But none may more bewail his mourtful Hearſe, 
Than ! that am the Iſſue of his Loins. 
Now foul befal that curſed Humber's T hroat, 
That was the cauſer of his lingring wound. 

Loc. Tears cannot raiſe him from the Dead again, 
But where's my Lady Miſtreſs Guendeline? 

Tra. In Cornwall, Locrine, is my Siſter now, 
Providing for my Father's Fune al. S 

Loc. And her there provide her mourning Weeds, 
And mourn for eyer her own Widow-hood, 
Ne er ſhall ſhe come within our own Palace Gate, 
To countercheck brave LZocrine in his Love. 
Go, Boy, to Deucolitum, down the Lee, 
Unto the Arch where lovely Eſtrild lies, 
Bring her and Sabren Qraight unto the Court, 
She ſhall be queen in Guendeline's room. 
Let others wail for Crineius Death, 
I mean not ſo to macerate my Mind, 
For him that barr'd me from my Heart's Deſire. 

Thra. Hath Locrine then forſook his Guendeline ? 
Is Crineius Death ſo ſoon forgot? | 
If there be gods in Heav'n, as ſure there be, 
If there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there muſt, 
1hey will revenge this thy notorious wrong, 
And pour their plagues upon thy curſed head. 

Loc. What prat'it thou Peaſant, to thy Sovereign? 
Or art thou ſtrucken in ſome Extaſy ? 
Doſt thou not tremble at our Royal Looks? 
Moſt thou not quake when Mighty Zocrzne frowns ? 
Thou beardleſs Boy, were't not that Locrine ſcorns 
To vex his mind with ſuch a heartleſs Child, 
With the ſharp Point of this my Battle-ax, 


Id 
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I'd ſend thy toul to Puriphlegiton. 
Thra. Though I be young and of a tender Age, 
Yet will cope with Locrine when he dares, 
My noble Father, wsth his cenqu'ring Sword, 
Shew the two Giants Kings of Aquitain, 
Thraſtmachas is not fo degenerate, 
I hat he ſhould tear and tremble at the looks, 
Or taunting Words of a Vererean Squire. 
Lec. Menaceſt thuu thy Royal Soveraipg? 
Uncivil, not beleeming ſuch as you, 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no leſs 
That at Defiance ſtandeth with his K ing) 
Leave theſe thy Taunts, eave thele thy bragging Words, 
Unleſs thou mean ſt to leave thy wretchcd Lite. 
Thra. If Princes ſtain their glorious Dignity 
vl. Vith vgly {pots of monſtrous Irfamy, 
18 IJ hele lole their former Eſtimation, 
++] And throw themſelves into a Hell of hate. 
al Loc, Wilt thou abuſe my gentle Patience, 
1 As though thou didſt our high diſpleaſure {corn ? 
1-4 Proud Boy, that thou may ſt knew thy Prince is mov'd, 
1:4 Yea, greatly mov eat this thy ſwelling Pride, 
1:1 We baniſh thee for eyer from our Court. 
|. | | Thra, J hen, foſel Locrine look unto thy (elf, : 
i i Thraſi machus will revenge this injury, | Exit. 
1 Loc. Farewel, proud boy, aid learn to uſe thy Tongue. 
5 Aa. Alas, my Lord, you ſhou'd have cal d to mind 
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| f 58 The lateſt Words that Brutus ſpake to you. 
44 How he defir'd you, by the Obedience 
11 That Children ought to bear their Sire, 
1 To love and favour Lady Gaendeline: 


Conſider this, that if the Injury 

Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 

War and Piſſention follows ſpeedily. 

W hat though her Power be not ſo great as yours, 
Have you not {een a mighty Elephant 

Slain by the biting of a filly Moule ? * 

Even ſo the chance of War inconſtant is, 

Loc. Peace, Unkle, Peace, and ceafe to talk thereof; 
1 For he that ſezks, by whiſpering this or that, ; 
1 Jo trouble Tocrine, in his ſweeteſt Lite, 

1 Let him perluade himſelf to die the Death, 1 
| 5 1 5 Euter 
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Enter the Page, with Eſtrild and Sabren. 
Ei. O fay me, Page tell me, where is the King? 
Wherefore doth he ſend for me to the Court ? 
Is it to die? Is it to end my Life? | 
Say me, ſweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. 
Page. No truſt me, Madam if you will credit the little 
Honeſty that is yet left me, there is do ſuch Danger as 
you fear, but prepare your ſelf, yender's the King. 
Ei. Then Eftrild lift thy dazled Spirits up, [ Kneeling. 
And blels that bleſſed Time, that Day, that Hour, 
That warlike Locrine firſt did favour thee. | 
Peace to the King of Britaxy, my Love, 
Peace to all thoſe that love and favour him. 


Loc. Doth Eſtril fall with Submiſſion | 
[Taking her uf, 


Before her Servant King of Albion ? 
riſe, fair Lady, leave this lovely Chear, 

Lift up thoſe Looks that cheriſh Locrine's Heart, 

That I may freely view that roſeal Face, a 

Which io intangied hath my Love-ſick Breaſt, 

Now the Court, where we will court it out, 

And pats the Night and Day in Venus Sports. 
Frolick brave Peers, be joy ful with your King. | Exeart, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Guendeline, Thraſimacus, Madan and Soldiers. 


Cuen. You gentle Winds that with your modeſt B'aſls 

| Paſs through the Circuit of the Heav'nly Vault, . 

Enter the Clouds unto the Throne of Fove, 

And bear my Pray' rs to his all-hearing Ears, 

For Locrine hath forſaken Guendeline, 

And learnt to love proud Humber's Concubine. 

You happy Sprites that in the Concave. Sky, 

With ene enjoy your ſweeteſt Love, | 

Shed forth thoſe Tears with me, which-then you ſhed, 

When firit you weo'd your Ladies to their Wills: 

T hole Tears are fitteſt for my woeſul Caſe, 3 

Since Zgcrine ſhuns my noching-pleaſant Face, | 

Bluſh Heav'ns, bluſh Sun, and hide thy ſhining Der ms, 
8 C dhahow 
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Shadow thy radiant Locks in gloomy Clouds, 
Deny thy cheerful Light unto the Wor!d, 
Where nothing rejgns but Falſhood and Deceit. 
What, faid I, Falſhood ? Ay, that filthy Crime, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Guendeline. 
Behold the Heav'ns do wail for Gzendeline: 
The ſhining Sun doth bluſh for Gzendeline : 
The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline: 
The very Ground doth groan for Guendeli ue. 
Ay, they are milder than the Britain King, 
For he rejecteth luckleſs Guendeline. 
Thr. Siſter, Complaints are bootleſs in this Cauſe, - 
This open Wrong muſt have an open Plague: 
This Plague mult be repaid with grievous War, 
This War mult finiſh with Locrinus Death, 
His Death will ſoon extingu:ſh our Complaints. 
Guen, O no, his Death will more augment my Woes ; 
He was my Husband, brave Thrafimacus, | 
More dear to me than th'Apple of mine Eye, 
Nor can I find in Heart to work his Scathe. 
' Thr. Madam, if not your proper Injuries, 
Nor my Exile, can move you to revenge: 
Think on our Father Corineius Words, 
His Words to us ſtand always for aLaw, 
Should Locrine live, that caus'd my Father's Death ? 
Should Locrine live, that now divorceth you ? 
'The Heav'ns, the Earth, the Air, the Fire reclaims ; 
And then why ſhould we all deny the fame ? 
Guen. Then henceforth farewel womaniſh Complaints, 
All childiſh Pity henceforth then farewel: | 
But curſed Locrine, look unto thy ſelf, 
For Nemeſis, the Miſtreſs of Revenge, 
Sits arm'd at all Points on our diimal Blades, 
And curſed Eri ld, that inflam'd his Heart, 
Shall, if I live, die a reproachful Death. 
Mad. Mother, tho' Nature makes me to lament 
My luckleſs Father's froward Letchery.; 
Vet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 
I, if I could, my feif. would work his Death. 
Thr. See, Madam, ſee, the Defire of Revenge 
Ts in the Children of a tender Age. | 
Forward, brave Soldiers, into Mercia, | | 
Where we will brave the Coward to his Face. [Ext. 
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SCENE IV. Park 
Enter Locrine, Eſtrild, Sabren, Aſſarachus, and the 


| Soldiers. + | 
Loc. Tell me, Afarachus, are the Carniſb Chuffs 
In ſuch great Number come to Mercia, 
And have they pitched there their Hoſt, 
So cloſe unto our Royal Manfion ? 
AJ. They are, my Lord, and mean incontinent 
To bid Defiance to your Majeſty. * 
Lec. It makes me laugh, to think that Guendeline 
Should have the Heart to come in Arms againſt me. 
EA. Alas my Lord, the Horſe will run amain 
When as the Spur doth gall him to the Bone; 
Jealouſy, Locrine, hath a wicked Sting. 
Loc. Say'ſt thou fo, —— Beauty's Paragon ? 
Well, we will try her Choler to the Proof, 
And make her know, Locrine can brook no Braves; 
March on, A/arachus, thou muſt lead the Way, 2 
And bring us to their proud Pavillion. LExennr. 


SCENE v. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Corineius, evith Thunder and Ligbiniagg 
Gh. Behold, the Circuit of the azure Sky 
Throws forth ſad Throbs, and grieyous Suſpirs, 

Prejudicating Locrine's Overthrow : 

The Fire caſteth forth ſharp Darts of Flames, 
The great Foundation of the tripple World 
Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty Noiſe, 
Preſaging bloody Maſſacre at hand. 

The wandring Birds that flatter in the Dark, 
When helliſh Night in cloudy Chariot ſeated, 
Caſteth her Miſts on ſhady Tellus Face, 

With fable Mantles cov'ring all the Earth, 
Now fly abroad amid the cheerful Day, 
Foretelling ſome unwonted Miſery. 

The ſnarling Curs of darkned Tartarus, 

Sent from Avernus Ponds by Rhadamanth, 
With howling Ditties peſter every Wood; 
The watry Ladies, the light-foot Fawns, 
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And all the rabble of the woody Nymphs, 
A'l trembling hide themſelves in ſhady Groves, 
And ſhrowd themſelves in hideous hollow Pits. 
The boiſterous Boreas thundreth forth Revenge : 
The ſtony Rocks cry out on ſharp Revenge: 
The thorny Buſh pronounceth dire Revenge. 
| [ Sound the Alarum. 
Nay Corineius ſtay and ſee Revenge, 
And feed thy Soul with Locrine's Overthrdw : 
Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth, 
The roaring Drums ſummon the Soldiers. 
Lo where their Army gliſtreth on the Plains. 
Throw forth thy Lightning, mighty Jupiter, 
And pour thyPlagues on curſed Locrine's Head, [ Aide. 


Enter Locrine, Eſtrild, Aſſarachus, Sabren, and their 
Soldiers at one Dor; Thraſimachus, Guendeline, Ma- 
dan, and their Followers at another. 


Loc. What, is the Tiger ſtarted from his Cave? 
Is Guendeline come from Cornubia, 
That thus ſhe braveth Lecrize to the Teeth ? 
And haſt thou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 
Accompanied with theſe thy ſtragling Mates ? 
Believe me, but this Enterprize was bold, 
And well deſerveth Commendation. 
Guen. Ay, Locrine, traiterous Locrine, we are come, 
With full Pretence.to ſeek thy Overthrow, 
What have I done that thou ſhoud'ſt ſcorn me thus? 
What have I faid that thou ſhould'ſt me reje& ? 
Have I been diſobedient to thy Words ? 
Have I bewray'd thy arcane Secrecy ? 
Have I diſhonoured thy Marriage Bed 
With filthy Crimes, er with laſcivious Lufts ? 
Nay it is thou haſt diſhonour'd it, | 
Thy filthy Mind o'ercome with filthy Luſts, 
Vieldeth unto Aſſection's filthy Darts. 
Unkind, thou wrongſt thy firſt and trueſt Fear, 
Unkind, thou wrong'ſt thy beſt and deareft Friend; 
Unkind, thou ſcorn'it all ſkilful Bratus Laws, 
Forgetting, Father, Uncle, and thy ſelf. | 
Eg. Believe me, Locrine; but the Girl is wiſe, 


And well would ſeem to make a Veſtal Nun, 
How 
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How finely frames ſhe her Oration, 

Thr. 2 we came not here to fight with Words, 
Words that can never win the Victory, 

But for you are ſo merry in your F 4 5 
Unſheath your Swords, and try it out by force, 
That we may ſee who hath the better hand, _ 

Loc. Think'ſt thou to dare me, bold Thrafimachuc ? 
Think'ſt thou to fear me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we ſeem too weak to cope with the? 

Soon ſhall I ſhew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the Meſſenger of Death, 
Seal thee an Acquittance for thy bold attempts. Exc. 


Sound the Alarum Enter Locrine, Aſſarachus, and à Sol- 
dier at one Door ; Guendeline; Thraſimachus at ano- 
ther Locrine and his Felloxvers driven back. 

Then Locrine and Eſtrild enter again in amaze. 


Loc. O fair Eftrilda we have loſt the Field, 
Thra/imachus hath won the Victory, 
And we are left to be a Laughing-ſtock, 
Scott at by thofe that are our Enemies. 
'Ten thouland Soldiers arm'd with Sword and Shield, 
Prevail againſt an hundred thouſand Men, | 
Thrafimachus inceſt with fuming Ire, 
Rageth amongſt the faint-heart Soldiers, 
Like to grim Mars, when cover'd with his Targe, 
He fought with Diomeaes in the Field. 
Cloſe by the Banks of ſilver Simois. [Sound the Alarum. 
O lovely Eftrild now the Chaſe begins, 5 | 
Ne'er ſhall we ſee the ſtately Trync ust 
Mounted with Coarſers garniſht all with Pearls, 
Ne'er ſhall we view the fair Concordia, 
Unleſs as Captives we be thither brought. 
Shall Locrine then be taken Priſoner, 
By ſuch a youngling as Thraſimachus ? . 
Shall Guendeline captivate my Love ? 
Ne'er ſhall mine Eyes behold that diſmal Hour, 
Ne'er will I view that tuthful SpeQacle, 
For with my-Sword,' or this ſharp Curtle-A xe, 
III cut in ſunder my accurſed Heart. 
But O you Judges of the ninefold Styx, © 
Which with inceſſant Torments rack the Ghoſts 

| C3 With- 
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Within the bottomleſs 4by//us Pits, BP 
You Gols, Commanders of the Heavn'ly Spheres, 
Whoſe Will and Laws irrevocable ſtand, | 
Forgive, forgive, this foul accurſed Sin; 
Forget, O Gods, this foul condemned fault: 
And now my Sword, that in ſo many Fights Kies bis Sauord 
Haſt ſav d the Life of Brutus and his Son, 
End now his Life that wiſheth Kill for Death, 
Work now his Death that wiſheth till for Death, 
Work now his Death that hateth ſtill his Life. 
Farewel, fair Eftrild, Beauty's Paragon, 
Franf'd in the Front of forlorn Miſeries, 
Ne'er ſhall mine Eyes behold thy Sun-ſhinc Eves. 
Put when we meet in the Ely/an Fields, 
Thither I go before with haſten'd pace. 
Farewel, vain World, and thy inticing Snares, 
Farewel, foul Sin, and thy inticing Pleaſures, 
And welcome Death, the end of mortal Smart, 
Welcome to Locrine's over-burthen'd Heart. 
 [Thrufts himſelf thro) with his Savard, 
EV. Break Heart with Sobs and grieveus Suſpirs, 

Stream forth your Tears from forth my Watry Eyes, 
Help me to mourn for warlike Locrine's Death, 
Pour down your Tears you warlike Regions, 
For mighty Locrine is bereft of Life. 
O fickle Fortune, O unſtable World, 
What elle are all things, that this Globe contains, 
But a confuſed Chaos of miſhaps ? 2h 
Wherein as in a Glaſs we plainly ſee, 
That all our Life is but a Tragedy, 
Since mighty Kings are ſubje& to miſhap. 

Ay, mighty Kings are ſubject to miſhap, 

Since martial Locrine is bereſt of Life. 

Shall Eſrild live then after Locrine's Death? 

Shall love of Life bar her from Locrine's Sword ? 

O no, this Sword that hath bereft his Life, 

Shall now deprive me of my fleeting Soul : 
Strengthen theſe Hands, O mighty Jupiter, 

That J may end my woful Miſery, 

Locrine 1 come, Locrine J follow thee. [illi herſelf. 

Sound the Alarum. Enter Sabren. 
Sab. What dotefal Sight, what ruthful ha" [ 
2 b at 
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Hath Fortune offer'd to my hapleſs Heart? 


My Father ſlain with ſuch a fatal Sword, 
My Mother murther'd by a mortal Wound ? 


What Thracian Dog, what barbarous Mirmidon, 7 
Would not relent at ſuch a ruthful Cave? 
What fierce Achilles, what hard ſtony Flint, 
Would not bemoan this mournful Tragedy? 
Locrine, the Map of Magnanimity, 
Lies ſlaughter'd in this foul accurſed Caue 3 
Eſtrild, the perfect Pattern of Renown, | 
Nature's ſole Wonder, in whoſe beauteous Breaſts 
All Heav'nly Grace and Virtue was inſhrin'd, 
Both maſſacred are dead within this Cave, 
And with them dies fair Pallas and ſweet Love, 
Here lies a Sword, and Sabres hath a Heart, 
This blefled Sword ſhall cut my curſed Heart, 
And bring my Soul unto my Parents Ghoſts, 
That they that live and view our Tragedy, 
May mourn our caſe with mournful Plaudities. 

| [Offers to kill herſelf, 
Ay me, my Virgins Hands are too too weak, 
To penetrate the bulwark of my Breaſt ; 
My Fingers, us'd to tune the amorous Lute, 
Are not of Force to hold this ſteely Glaive, 
So I am left to wail my Parents Death, 
Not able for to work my proper Death, 
Ah Locrine, honour'd for thy Nobleneſs, 
Ah Eftri/d, famous for thy Conſtancy, 
Ill may they fare that wrought your mortal Ends. 


EnterGuendeline, Thraſimachus, Madan, and the Soldiers. 


Guen. Search, Soldiers, ſearch, find Locrine and his Love, 
Find the proud Strumpet. Humber's Concubine, 
That I may change thoſe her ſo pleaſing Looks 
To pale and ignominions Aſpect. | 
Find me the Iſſue of their curſed Love, : | 
Find me young Sabrer, Lacrine's only Joy. ? 
That I may glut my Mind with luke warm Blood. 
Swiftly diſtilling from the Baſtard's Breaſt, 
My Father's Ghoſt ſtill haunts me for Revenge, 
Crymg ; Revenge my over-haſten'd Death. Z 
My Brother's Exile, and mine own Divorce, 
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Baniſh remorſe clean from my brazen Heart, 

All Mercy from mine adamantine Breafts. 
Dr. Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendeline, 
That wonted was to guide our ftarleſs Steps, 
Enjoy this Light ; ſee where he murder'd lies, 

By luckleſs Lot and froward frowning Fate: 

And by him lies his lovely Paramour 5 

Fair Eſtrild, goared with a diſmal Sword, 

As as it ſeems, both murder'd by themſelves, 

Claſping each other in their feebled Arms, 

With loving Zeal, as if for Company 

Their unconrented Corps were yet content 

To paſs foul Styx in Charon's Ferry-boat. | 
Guen. And hath proud EFfril4 then prevented me, 

Hath ſhe eſcaped Guendelina's Wrath, . 

By violently cutting off her Life? 

Would God ſhe had the monſtrous Hydra's I. ives. 

\ That every Hour ſhe might have died a Death, 

Worſe than the ſwing of old Ixion's Wheel, 

And every Hour revive to die again, 

As Titius bound to houſleſs Caucaſon, 

Doth feed the Subſtance of his own miſhap, 
And every Day for want of Food doth die, 
And every Night doth live again to die. 

But ſtay, methinks, I hear ſome fainting Voice, 
Mournfully weeping for their luckleſs Death. 

Saß. You Mountain Nymphs which in theſe Deſarts 
Ceaſe off your haſty chaſe of Savage Beaſts, [reign, 
Prepare to ſee a Heart oppreſt with Care, 

Addreſs your Ears to hear a mournful Stile, 

No human Strength, no Work can work my Weal, 

Care in my Heart ſo Tyrant- Ike doth deal. 

You Driades, and light-foot Satyri, 

You gractous Fairies, which at Even tide 

Your Cloſets leave with Heav'nly Beauty ſtor'd, 

And on your Shoulders ſpread your z Locks, 

You Savage Bears in Caves and darken'd Dene, 

Come wail with me the martial Locrine's Death, 

Come mourn with me, for beauteous E/trild's Death, 

Ah loving Parents, little do you know 

What Sorrow” Sabren ſuffers for your thrall. 
Guen. But may this be, and is it poſſible, 
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Lives Sabren yet to expiate my Wrath? ?!?! 
Fortune [ thank thee for this Courteſie, 
And let me never ſee one proſperous Hour. So 
If Sabren die not a reproachful Death, 
Sab. Hard-hearted Death, that when the wretched call, 
Art fa:theſt off, and ſeldom hear'ſt at all, | 
But in the midſt of Fortune's good Succeſs, 
Uncalled comes, and ſheers our Life in twain : | 
When will that Hour, that bleſſed Hour draw nigh, 
When poor diſtreſſed Sabren may be gone. pn 02 han SY 
Sweet Atropos cut off my data Thread. NES | 
What art thou Death, ſhall not poor Sabren die? | 
[ Guendeline taking her by the Chin ſavs, 
Guen. Ves Damſel, yes, Sabres ſhall ſurely die, 
Tho! all the World ſhould ſeek to ſave her Life, 
And not a common Death ſhall Sabren die, 
But after ftrange and grievous Puniſhments, 
Shortly inflictec on thy Baſtard's Head, 
Thou ſhalt be caſt into the curſed Streams, 
And feed the Fiſhes with thy tender Fleſn. | 
Sab. And think'ſt thou then, thou cruel Homicide, 
That theſe thy Deeds ſhall be unpuniſhed ? 
'No Traitor, no, the Gods will venge theſe Wrongs, 
The Fiends of Hell will mark theſe Injuries, 
Never ſhall theſe blood-ſucking maſty Gurs 
Bring wretched Sabren to her lateſt home, 
For I myſelf, in ſpite of thee and thine, 
Mean to abridge my former Deſtinies, | 
And that which Locrine's Sword could not perform, 
This preſent Stream ſhall prelent bring to paſs. 
n+» +*5> -» -[She drowns herſelf, 
Guen. One Miſchief follows on another's Neck. 
Who would- have thought ſo young a Maid as The, 
With ſuch a Courage would have fought her Death ? 
And for becauſe this River was the Place 
Where little Sabren reſolutely died, 
Sabren for ever ſhall this ſame be call'd. 
And as for Locrine, our decaſed Spouſe, - 
Becauſe he was the Son of mighty Brate, 
To whom we owe our Country, Lives and Goods, 
He ſhall be buried in a ſtately Tomb, 
Cloſe by his aged Father Brutus Bones, 
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With ſuch t Pomp and great Solemnity, 
As well beſeems ſo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Efgrild be without the ſhallow Vaults, 
Without the Honour due unto the dead, 
Becauſe ſhe was the Author of this War. 
Retire brave Followers unto Troynowant, 
Where we will celebrate theſe Exequies, 
And place young Locrine in his Father's Tomb. [ Exe. 
Ate. Lo here the. end of lawleſs Treachery, 
Of Uſurpation and ambitious Pride. 
And they that ſor their private Amours dare 
Turmoil our Land, and ſet their Broils abroach, 
Let them be warned by theſe Premiſes, 
And as a Woman was the only cauſe 
That civil Diſcord was then ſtirred up, 
So let us pray for that renowned Maid, 
That eight and' thirty Years the Scepter ſway'd 
In quiet Peace and ſweet Felicity, 
And every Wight that ſeeks her Grace's Smart, 
Would that this Sword were pierced in his Heart, [Exir. 
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A. the Plays printed. by Tonſen and his Ar- 


complices, are from erroneous Editions, and 


are meſtly printed on a very bad Letter, and in 
a very incorrect and imperfect manner, with a great 
many Omiſſions, occaſioned by Careleſsneſs or Igne- 
rance, and in all Probability by both, ſo that the 
Plays thus printed, or more properly pirated by the ſaid 


J. Tonſon, in conjunction with his Accumplices, are ren- 


der'd unintelligible, and of no Service, it may not be 
judg'd improper to lay before the Publick 


A Specimen of ſome of 'Tonſon's Omiſſions and 
Blunders in 2 Tragedy of King Lear, which 
render the ſame uſeleſs and unintelligable. 


JN the firſt Place he is wrong in his Title; 

he Calls it the Zife and Death of King Lear, 
the original Title by Shakeſpear, was only King 
Lear, a Tragedy, and when alter'd and-reviv'd by 
N. Tate Eſq; The Hiſtory of King Lear and his three 
Daughters ; how can it be call'd The Life and 
Death of King Lear, when in the Play as it has 


been acted for near 50 Years laſt paſt (tho Ten- 


ſen's ſpurious Edition kills him on the Stage) King 
Lear at the Concluſion of the Play remains 


alive, and gives his Daughter Cordelis in Marriage 


to EZagar, Son to Glace/ter. 


In the 2d Place, he has omitted the Prologue 
to the ſame Tragedy as well as the Epilogue, - 
which was ſpoken by the Celebrated Mrs. Barry. 

The 3d Place, he has Printed it from an er- 
roneous Edition; in which there is not one Scene 
in the whole as ated at the Theatres, nei ther has 
it the ſame beginning or ending. N 


— 
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* ADxE R T 15 E M EN. 
In the 4th Place, he has omitted the curious 4 
Dedication of Mrd Tate, to his eſteem dF riend, 
3 Beteler Esch on- the Revidl ef the Phiy. 
Boeſides what is already obſerved, there are u-. 
al Omiſfions+ and *Blanders in his other Plays, | 
; inſomuch "that, there is ' ſearce one Play that is © 
perfect; want \Frontiſpieces, ſome the Titles, 
and in era! others, bol Scenes, half Pages, 
and Speer 25, are entiri omitted. 89. Prat Ti 2 
"ſon's ts nothing but Wanfenſe.” e. | 
Note, The Plays / that "excellent Poet John 4 
Dryden, #j; as "wa as hit Virgil and other 
Wa orks, berg 1 much 'ndmired by the Toon; in r. 
der to fbew *my"-Reatineſs to oblige my Subſcribers, 
1 did on. Wedneſday laſt publiſh .- 


- The SPANISH FRYA R. 


_ (Pith u curious Fronti Hſpiec Price PFour-fence. 

To be had at the Sign of Shakeſpear's Head in 
"Turn-again-lane  Saw-hill ;. alſo at the Sign of 
Shateſpear”s Head, in Chang e Alley; and in a few 
Days at the Sign of Shabipear s - Head. bettveen the 
Savoy and  Somerſet=houſe in the Strand, at which 
Places may likewiſe be had any of "the Plays abo ve 


mentioned, Single of in Sets. 4 
But” being obliged to defer e . M, of the 7 


Second Play of the ſaid Mr. Dryden's Works on 
ectonmt f the Holidays till the [9 2 Thurſday in 
25 Hum that Tim. ore P of the. ſaid Au- 
ther's Works hall be tonftunti) ae every. bit | 
day, till the I hole are compleated.” © AS 
VN. B. Notwithſlandong the Publication of this Au- 
thar s Works, the Þ lays 150 Shakeſpear vill be publiſhed 
as uſual ; and whereas 1 propoſed 10 publiſh one weekly, 
1 batt for the. future Publiſh two in a. fx as often 
45 Opportunity will permit, at;the Price 72 Cur-pence iq 
gen Play; in-which Metbod I vefign to continue, till & AY 
I . pave fin 55 d the prog * IONS Dy x7 4 f 


